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Snrr^y hills are fresh and green, 

And though the storm-tossed sea 
Might roll its mighty wares between 

Those snnnj heights and me, 
Still in my thoughts they 'd be as nigh 

As when I sojourned there, 
And every breeze that passed me by 

Would seem like Surrey air — 
For oh ! I love the Surrey hills, those hills beyond 

compare. 



:2 A SURBBT BONG. 

The Surrey yales are deep and broad, 

The Surrey streams are clear, 
And emerald-green with moss the sward 

That grows those streamlets near ; 
And sloping pastures here abound — 

They, too, are found elsewhere, 
But to my mind, as I look round. 

They seem not quite so fair — 
For oh I I love the Surrey yales, the streams and 

pastures rare. 



The Surrey woods ! words seem too few 

To paint their varied charms, — 
The tangled briers wet with dew. 

The flowers breathing balms. 
The great red pines that stand secure 

In winter as in spring. 
And trembling birches bending o'er 

The plants that round them cling — 
While from above a golden glow shines down on 

everything. 



A SURREY BONO. 3 

The Surrey heaths, the Ewhurst range, 

Oh ! who can well express 
The wonderful and beauteous change 

Of Nature's every dress ; 
The sparkling crystals in the snow, 

That gem the wintry dells, 
Give place when summer breezes blow 

To purple heather bells, 
Among whose clustering groups unseen the lonely 

blackcock dwells. 



Tie Surrey cots, the Surrey halls. 
Both are to me most dear ; 

And not a Surrey sound but falls 
like music on mine ear. 

For 0, sweet Surrey well I love 1 
And may earth's joys combine 

With choicest blessings from above 
On Surrey hearts to shine, 
And peace and plenty evermore round Surrey home- 
steads twine. 



1863, 1864. 

Ip^l^Jt Christmas bells ! what glad wild notes 

They fling against the wintry sky, 
And how their clanging iron throats 

Catch back the echoes ere they die I 
For many hundred years ago 
Was bom into this world below, 
A humble Babe, — a mighty King, — 
Whose endless praise the Angels sing. 

While men adore. 

The new-year's chimes ! — one mournful bell 
Booms sadly from the still church tower ; 

It tolls the old year's parting knell. 
It tells the old year's dying hour ! 



THREE PEALS OF BELLS. 

But, suddenly the hills around 
Vibrate again the merry sound 
Of bells, that on the night-air break, 
Bidding all thankful hearts awake. 

The glad world o'er. 

Another peal I a week has fled. 

Again the merry bells are heard ; 
And the old rafters overhead 

Seem in their dust and cobwebs stirred ; 
For, through Old England's breadth and length. 
All hearts, all tongues unite their strength. 
To tell how smiles on England's heir 
A little infant soft and fair 

His flrst-bom son. 

We do not know what joy may here 

Upon his onward path be shed, — 
But this we pray, that each new year 

May pour new blessings on his head I 
And as each Christmas-tide comes round. 
May he more Christian-like be found. 
Till, full of honours, full of days, 
He passes to the life of praise, 

On earth began. 



©ttt Hifle Voluntttt». 

J^iLlI honour to the soldiers, the fearless and the brave, 
Who live to serve their country, or have served her to 

their grave : 
All honour to the sailors ! who round our island keep 
A never-ceasing vigil on the ever-changing deep : 
All honour to Old England's boast, her British Grenadiers; 
And last — not least — all honour to our Rifle Volunteers ! 

It is not glory that they seek, they do not thirst for fame, 
No conqueror's laurels for their brows, no jewelFd stars 

they claim; 
Two hundred thousand patriot hearts one glorious birth- 
right own — 
The right to guard their country and their homesteads 

and the throne ; 
The right of freemen so to arm, that if the foe appears, 
The very cliffs may start to life with Rifle Volunteers ! 



OUR RIFLE VOLUNTEERS. 7 

They do not drill for idle show, they do not work for pay, 
A nation^s thanks are their reward, which none can take 

away; 
And for the few who will not give the praise so justly due. 
They cannot make success less hright, or render facts leSE 

true ; 
And noble minds remain unmoved alike by scorn and 

cheers, 
When Duty's voice has called them to be Eifle Volunteers ! 

From Zetland to the Scillies, from each comer of the land, 
No city, town, or village, but sends forth its gallant band ; 
The Highlands yield their kilted clans, North Wales hei 

mountain sons, 
All Britain's bravest swell the ranks, her best, her noblest 

ones; 
The smallest hamlet adds its mite, and when the dangei 

nears, 
A million heroes more will join the Eifle Volunteers ! 

It is not of themselves they think when thus they quickly 

arm. 
They long to save those near and dear from every thought 

of harm : 



8 OUR RIFLE VOLUNTEERS. 

In peace thdy leahi tlie art of war, that peace may long 

endure ; 
In war they 11 drive invaders back before they touch the 

shore ; 
And may the God of all things good, whom Christian 

England fears, 
Protect and bless in peace and war our Rifle Volunteers ! 



^ll^WJt was a little curtain'd room, 
And scarcely visible for gloom ; 
An infant form was seen at rest, 
His soft cheek on the pillow prest, 
And on his dull, unconscious ear, 
Fell the sad sounds he could not hear : 
His widow'd mother's life had flown ; 
And he, they said, was left alone : 
But, all unseen to mortal eye, 
A guardian spirit lingered nigh. 
Who, bending o'er the tiny bed. 
Breathed blessings on the little head. 

Years pass'd away : and for the child 
Many green Springs in beauty smiled ; 
And many Autumns, fading by, 
Pointed to changeless things on high : 



10 ALONE. 

Yet not alone did blissful days 
Around him cast their sunny rays, 
For nothing here on earth is fair, 
But has its touch of blight or care ; 
But, all unseen to mortal eye. 
That guardian spirit still was nigh ; 
On either side a radiant arm 
Stretched out to keep him safe from harm. 

Years still roU'd on : no more a boy, 
His glad heart felt a lover's joy ; 
And to his own another life 
Was added, and became his wife ; 
And sons and daughters, not a few, 
To maidenhood and manhood grew ; 
Till when their gentle mother slept, 
In other homes her children wept : 
Then, all unseen to mortal eye. 
The guardian spirit bent more nigh, 
And tenderly in accents low 
Breathed thoughts of bliss and not of woe. 

Years still roll'd on : the darkened room 
Is fiird with hope, and not with gloom. 



ALONE. 11 

And every figure kneeling there 
Breathes in an atmosphere of prayer. 
Yet not one friend might yield his breath 
To walk with him the vale of death ; 
But he the truth full long had known, 
That Christians never are alone I 
For, all unseen to mortal eye, 
A heavenly form is ever nigh. 
Who, whispering words of peace and love, 
Leads upward to the home above. 



12 



iSritral Uersea* 

J^VXt be the fancies of thy maiden heart, 

Holy the thoughts that crowd upon thee now, 
As in this sacred service bearing part 

— Unspotted as the flowers on thy brow — 
Thou kneelest here, a modest blushing bride, 
The husband of thy choice, thy lov'd one, by thy side. 

Bright be the visions, bridegroom, of thy lot. 

Blissful the home that thy young wife shall share ; 
May heaven-bom joy, that sorrow marreth not, 
Spring up and flourish in its beauty there ; 
And many children haply shalt thou see 
Eising to bless the name of thy dear wife and thee. 

Blest be the union of your kindred souls, 

Happy the path through life that you must tread : 
With tender care the Heavenly Guide controls 
The steps of those who by His love are led : 
Young pair, give Him the first-fruits of your praise, 
The guardian of your youth shall keep you all your days ! 



13 



i^Itt by one the flakes of snow 
Drop upon the ground below, 
Bat young life and warmth is found 
Safe as ever underground. 

So when all around is drear, 
And externals fail to cheer, 
Those whose hearts are warm inside 
Fear no ill, whatever betide. 

Keep your heart from growing old, 
And the chilling ice and cold 
Will but last a little day, 
And in sunshine melt away. 

And when frost and snow are rife 
In the Winter of your life, 
Let your inner ray of love 
Greet its fellow-ray above. 



14 



Wtft (ttoming ¥ear. 

J^L SOWali breaks wildly on the silent night ; 

The time-worn bells, from many an old church 
tower, 
With accent deep their iron tongues unite 

To toll away the old year's parting hour ; 
The waving pines take up that music drear, 
And join the death march of the dying year. 

A pause — and every trembling spray is still, 
Each ice-bound tree in silence bows its head, 

Waiting to learn the great Creator's will. 

If it again those vigorous boughs shall spread ; 

Or never more its leaf-crown'd branches rear 

To grace the spring-time of the coming year. 

A moment — every bud and flower bends low, 
Hush'd are all sounds beneath the starlit sky ; 

All things in nature humbly pause to know 
If haply they must droop away and die : 

Or yet again with radiant tints appear, 

Gladdening each season of the coming year. 



THE GOMIKG TEAR. 15 

But, hark I — the village bells once more are heard, 
From church to church the echoing notes resound, 

Till hills and valleys, by the music stirr'd, 
Again with life and happiness abound ; 

Each little flower looks upward with a tear. 

And bids sweet welcome to the coming year. 

And we — of all Qod^s works shall we be last. 
To join Creation's hymn of grateful praise ? 

We, too, should thank Him for His mercies past, 
And full of love our hearts to heaven should raise ; 

Love, that like well-springs bubbling fresh and clear. 

Should gush more fervently with each new year. 

And now, when solemnly the midnight hour 
Tolls low and plaintive on the frosty air. 

When all things feel their Maker's mighty power. 
We, too, should own our Father's tender care ; 

And as the last stroke falls upon the ear, 

Entreat His blessing on the coming year. 



16 



T0XMltS may distrw as, 
Sorrows may oppress ns. 
But tliey 're sent to bless us ; 

Hope on, hope ever ! 

Clouds may lower for awhile, 
Sunny rays no more beguile. 
Look beyond, you '11 find a smile ; 

Hope on, hope ever ! 

God is always near us. 

He will ever hear us. 

May this thought still cheer us; 

Hope on, hope ever I 

He who hears our every prayer 
Bids us cast on Him our care, 
Never should we then despair ; 

Hope on, hope ever ! 



17 



^fS^I^Wl those who love the way of truth, 
In peaceful age or early youth, 

Fall asleep, — 
Can we weep ? 
Though here their bodies silent lie. 
Their spirits live and love on high. 

Yet will our tears unbidden flow 

For those who shared our home below ; 

While we grieve, 
We believe, — 
Because the promises are sure, 
Ransom'd and saved they rest secure. 

If our lost friends were fit to go, 
Shall we be overwhelmed with woe ? 

Those we miss, 
Now in bliss, 



18 IN MEMORY OF FRIENDS DEPARTED. 

Most beautiful in robes of white, 
Are radiant saints in realms of light ! 

Then as we pay the tribute meet 
T'o those wlio rendered earth so sweet — 
For awhile 
We can smile, 
As with the eye of faith we see, 
Things are but as they ought to be. 



19 



Wilt ILobls ^xuht. 

^Et was a little grass-grown spot, 
A humble mound of daisied sward, 

Where marble tablet rested not 
Her many virtues to record. 

But merry children ceased their mirth, 
To scatter sweet spring flowers there : 

Fit tribute to the modest worth 

Which once had thrilled a bosom fair. 

In love her daily work was done : 
She simply strove to do her best, 

And when her peaceful race was run, 
In faith and hope she sank to rest. 

Her name was known to very few 
While yet her spirit lingered here, 

And when they hid her form from view 
No kinsman came to shed a teat. 



20 THE LOWLY GRAVE. 

No wealth or fame was hers below — 
(Yet was she blest in doing good) — 

And strangers would not care to know 
The place where once her cottage stood. 

Her name in children's hearts is shrined ; 

To them her constant care she gave, 
And they ahne — with sorrow twined 
Fresh garlands round her lowly grave. 

But gentle angels, pure and bright, 
(In evening's soothing twilight hours), 

Stoop'd down from out their homes of light, 
And bore to Heaven the spirit-flowers. 



21 



1859. 

lUlX Monte Sacchio long has pined a small devoted 

band, 
Whose only crime is deathless love — love for their 

Fatherland : 
And many a dungeon dark and cold, and many a 

fortress too, 
Has closed for years its grating doors on hearts as 

brave and true. 



No trial had they, and no law condemned them to a 

cell. 
Beyond a faithless Tyrant's will, whom they had 

served full well: 



22 THE NEAPOLITAN EXILES. 

And many still in manhood's prime worn out have 

passed away, 
While age has crept before its time on men not yet 

grown grey. 



But now at length from prison freed, when youth's 

best days have fled, 
Their native soil, for ever dear, they may not, dare 

not, tread : 
Far from those happy scenes of home, whose memories 

never fade, 
In silent eloquence they ask for England's generous 

aid. 



And English roofs are proud to shield the virtuous 

and distress'd, 
And English hearts have welcomes warm for all by 

wrong oppress'd : 
Poerio and his noble friends shall find on Britain's 

ground 
That sympathy which all who seek her help have 

ever found. 



THE NEAPOLITAN EXILES. 23 

And thou, whom filial love inspired to guide to Erin's 

shore 
The vessel that to distant climes thy exiled father 

bore, 
To thee is England's welcome given ; and may thy 

future fame 
Add lustre yet in Freedom's cause to Settembrini's 

name. 



24 



I860. 

j^i_ tofftJlf^ brave sons of Switzerland ! A word, bold 
sons of Tell ! 

A word to all who proudly claim to love their coun- 
try well : 

Shall patriot-heroes, honest men, in dungeons dark 
grow old. 

While you a despot's victims guard because he gives 
you gold ? 

In days gone by, a free-bom Swiss would not have 
acted so. 

But, proudly standing by his friends, would proudly 
face his foe. 



THE SWISS-OUAED IN ITALY. 25 

In days gone by, your noble sires with generons fer- 
vour glow'd, 

When for their fair unconqner'd land their wannest 
life-blood flow'd. 

Remember Winkelreid^s great deed, how with that 
dauntless few 

To victory he led the way through Austria's pirate 
crew ; 

And as amazed that mighty host upon him wildly 
press'd, 

He grasp'd a sheaf of quivering spears and sheathed 
them in his breast. 

In days of old, a Switzer loved to guard his native 
wild, 

His little home, his church, his wife, his mother 
and his child; 

And still in many a stalwart heart that love remains 
as pure, 

As true, as deathless, as unchanged, as in the days 
of yore. 

And should a rash invader dare your rifles now to 
brave, 

A fathom deep, beneath the snow, he'd find a name- 
less grave. 



26 THE SWISS-GUARD IS ITALY. 

Wherever Freedom striyes for life, there let your flag 

be spread, 
The pure unspotted cross of white on Liberty^s 

blood-red. 
In days to come, as in past days, let your glory 

be, 
That freeborn Switzers only fight to make their 

brothers free ! 
Sustain the poor, defend the weak, protect the good 

from ill. 
And He who fought with Winkelreid shall guard 

your country still. 



27 



'Fiba 4ffiaritaltrit 

Sept. 1860. 

J^L SMTili of great rejoicing in distant lands is heard, 
And every freebom Briton's heart is in his bosom stirred ; 
The glad waves echo on the joy across the sunlit sea, 
For injur'd right is might at length, and Sicily is free ! 
Long life to Garibaldi ! the generous and the brave, 
Who only conquers to protect, who only fights to save. 

Again that note of triumph strikes upon the startled ear — 
A note that thrills ten million souls, while tyrants quail 

with fear — 
For Naples, who so long has crouched beneath a despot's 

heel, 
Now welcomes her deliverer in with many a deep heart-peal : 



28 VIVA GARIBALDI ! 

" Long life to Garibaldi P* a hundred bells ring out, 
While thousands of Italian tongues send back an answering 
shout. 

0, brightly woke the Autumn on fair Calabria's shore, 
And joyously the ripe com waved as in long days of yore, 
For Freedom in her beauty smiled, and at that genial beam 
Oppression, treachery, and wrong, pass'd off like some dark 

dream : 
Long life to Garibaldi I who burst Calabria's chain. 
And like a whirlwind hurl'd away a century of pain. 

0, sweetly broke the morning upon the sleeping land. 
And gloriously the sun's rays glow'd upon the patriot 

band ; 
No snowy tent to guard their rest its sheltering canvas 

spread. 
The blue sky was their canopy, the rocky ground their bed: 
Long life to Garibaldi ! the noble and the true. 
Who never yet has met the host to daunt his matchless few. 

How faintly can I picture in words the happy day, 
When old men throng'd their conqueror's path, and 
s'd him on his way ; 



TIVA GARIBALDI ! 29 

The women pressed to kiss his hands, with cheers the air 
was rent ; 

The very horses pawed the ground more proudly as they 
went, 

" Long life to Garibaldi !" that was the deafening cry, 

And many a gushing tear shone out from many an up- 
turned eye. 

Then were the dungeons opened, and men of noblest worth 
Came forth, who long ago had ceased to feel like sons oi 

earth: 
The sick and wounded, too, grew strong beneath their 

General's care, 
And widows taught their orphan babes to breathe hia 

name in prayer: 
Long life to Garibaldi I the great, the good, the just. 
Whose name in honour shall be held when Naples turns 

to dast. 



80 



Itoma^ ® Monti 

Sept. 1862. 

jtrj — a cry of sorrow wails wildly through 
. the air, 

And heavily the heaving waves mofm on the deep 
despair ; 

Pale Freedom droops her patient wings, and bows 
her gentle head, 

And Roman mothers battle back the tears they 
dare not shed; 

For he, who fought in Freedom's cause, who tri- 
umphed to defend. 

Is stricken by the hand of him who should have 
been his friend. 



ROMA, O MORTE ! 31 

Unclouded were the- heavens, most peaceful was 

the scene, — 
The vineyards bright with purpling grapes bending 

their wreaths of green, 
The yellow sheaves of rich ripe corn, the golden 

fields of maize, — 
These were the sights of happiness that met the 

stranger^s gaze : 
Bat one unselfish heart was there, who, yeamiiig .6it 

his home, 
Turned from its bright alluring smiles to go and 

rescue Rome. 

Then heroes gathered round him, who many a figbi 

had won. 
And brave boys fiU'd with patriot zeal led by his 

gallant son : 
No dream of loss or danger could that great mind 

appal. 
He thought but of the single fact that France held 

Rome in thrall ; 
And untried lads and well-tried men raised their 

right hands on high. 
And vowed with him to set j^me free, or round her 

walls to die. , . 



32 BOMA, MORTE ! 

Alas, for honest purpose, for hearts as trae as 

steel, 
That could not for themselves alone, but must for 

others feel ! 
Alas, for so much generous fire, for so much truth 

and worth. 
By traitorous policy crush'd down and trampled to 

the earth ! 
Wail forth thy grief, Italia ! thy brightest star lies 

low — 
Orieve most that an Italian arm should stoop to 

deal the blow. 

CIoild9 fitr^d^ the dark horizon, and all that seemed 

so bright 
ill Trailed again in troubled mists, the sable mists 
'.•"'; \ of night; 

For. many vah'ant men are slwn who loved their 

country well. 
And by his wounded father's side, Menotti bleeding 

fell: 
But for these two, beloved by all, many with dying 

breath 
Have breathed the prayer, " If not yet Kome, may 

it not yet be death I" 



ROMAy O HORTE ! 33 

Hare patience, Garibaldi I the day may yet be near, 
When peace and nnity shall bless the land yon hold 

most dear : 
Take comfort, Garibaldi ! for yirtne still is thine. 
And good men's sympathies must still aronnd thy 

pathway shine : 
Yet more, let thy true heart prize this, far beyond 

worldly fame. 
That thy sons' sons shall bear nndimm'd a Gari- 
baldi's name. 



i> 



34 



Ef^t HitiB of ©aprcra- 

j^i^jL, feinjj on his sea-girt isle, 

A king in his peaceful home, 
Where the blooming vineyards round him smile, 

And the shores are fringed with foam. 

His palace — a simple cot. 

Circled by fresh free air. 
Where malice and envy enter not, 

For all is humble there. 

His titles — a spotless fame, 

Renown'd through the land of his birth, 
And far above honours an unsullied name, 

More precious than all on earth. 

His crown — not a circlet of gold, 

But gallant deeds nobly done ; 
His sceptre — the good sword, trusty though old. 

That freedom for millions has won. 
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His grandeur — a table spread 

With nature's simplest roots, 
And water cool from the fountain head, 

And early summer fruits. 

His subjects — the poor dumb friends 

That feed from their master's hand, 
And the loyal heart-homage which fondly blends 

With the love of each distant land. 

His splendour — a little boat. 

With all things for fishing stored, 
Proud on the ocean's blue bosom to float 

With its owner safe on board. 

His body-guard — strong right arms 
To shield him from dangers and cares, 

A phalanx of love that no calumny harms. 
And myriads of blessings and prayers. 

His orders — one diamond star. 

Which joy to his spirit imparts. 
For every brilliant reflects from afar 

The love of a thousand hearts. 
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His work — but to do his best 

For the country he loyes so well ; 
And when life is over in honour to rest, 

With the world's deep sob for his knell. 

But oh ! may it long, long be, 

Ere that time for him draws near ; 
And many bright grand-children climb on bis knee. 

His autumn of life to cheer. 

And long may his heart of love 

Beat warmly, though years roll by, 
Till the sovereign will of his Father above 

Bids it throb for ever on high. 
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April, 1864. 

'^S^tkmt, Garibaldi ! the cliffs of England shout ; 
Welcome, Garibaldi! from England's heart bursts 

out; 
Glad welcome, Garibaldi! comes echoing from the 

North, 
While Surrey's laughing valleys peal their Southern 

welcomes forth ; 
The bright sea bids him welcome as it ripples in the 

sun; 
A nation bids him welcome — four nations bound in 



The noble bids him welcome — whose title is a name 
That future generations may well be proud to claim ; 
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The poor man bids him welcome, who is a poor man, 

too, 
In all things but that wealth of lore, his own the 

wide world through : 
Welcome ! a joyous welcome ! from every class is 

heard, 
Till the white Alps of Italy re-echo with the word. 

The soldiers bid him welcome, who fought in many 

a fight, 
And who shall yet unfurl his flag for Freedom and 

the Eight ; 
The sailors bid him welcome, who, on Atlantic seas. 
Has calmly faced the furious waves, and braved the 

stormy breeze. 
Welcome ! a thousand welcomes I resound from every 

tongue. 
With blessings from the aged, with gladness from 

the young. 

The women bid him welcome, for far away they jsee 
The happy homes of Naples, which his good sword 
set free ; 
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The mothers bid him welcome, remembering the day 

When mothers welcomed home their sons from dun- 
geons far away ; 

Young maidens bid him welcome, and boys with 
hearty cheers, 

And homeless exiles, too, whose joy is not unmix'd 
with tears. 

The children bid him welcome, for in a far-ofif land, 

Beneath the warmth of sunny skies, they see a 
goodly band 

Of little children, like themselves, who from their 
Orphan Home 

Guard Garibaldi with their prayers, wherever he 
may roam. 

Welcome ! O ten times welcome ! the cliffs of Eng- 
land shout; 

Welcome, Garibaldi! from England's heart bursts 
out. 
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April 12th, 1864. 



the April sun 
Beamed on ns yesterday, 
When a million pulses throbb'd as one, 
And all eyes yeam'd one way. 

It was not a gaudy sight 

That we watch*d for hours to view ; 
But a Man in whose honour all classes unite — 
A Patriot pure and true I 

Caprera's simple King, 

Fair Italy's boast and pride. 
Bound whom all her hopes and memories cling; 
With his braye young sons by his side. 
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What were the flags and bands, 
What was that long gay line, 
Compared with the honest working hands 

Stretch'd out to be grasp'd in thine ? 

Like the roar of the distant sea 
Rang the joy-din in our ears ; 
It was London's great heart welcomed thee, 
In that burst of British cheers ! 
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Ipl|je dark dull solitude of night 

Was smiling into rosy morn, 
And many a pearl of glittering light 

Was gathered on the prickly thorn ; 
The little birds in every tree 

Were singing sweetly, loud, and clear, 
As if they sang, in shouts of glee, 

" Thanks be to God, who brought us here." 

Beneath the oak-tree, robed in green, 

The modest harebell drooping grows; 
And o^er that aged trunk is seen 

The blushes of the brier rose : 
But flowers have a gentle speech. 

Though never heard by man's dull ear, 
For in their loveliness they teach, 

" Thanks be to God, who brought us here." 
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an aaiirent. 

J©W0rt a casement played a boy, 
Climbing about in childish joy, 
And looking outwards in his play, 
He leaned too far — his hold gave way. 

But by his side an Angel fair 
Was guarding him with watchful care. 
And ere he fell, two wings of snow 
Were spread upon the ground below. 

When those who loved him (pale with dread) 
Rush'd out, expecting he was dead, 
They found him on what seem'd the ground, 
Unharm'd, unfrighten*d, safe and sound. 

And the good Angel, all unseen, 
Was near as he had ever been ; 
He droop*d his pearly wings and smiled. 
In love, upon the rescued child. 
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Jjlglgt day was calm, the sky was clear, 
And nought disturb'd the listening ear, 
Save the soft footfall of the deer 

Or chamois, as they fled. 

As if in terror and affright ; 

When lo ! two youths appear'd in sight, 

And slowly climb'd the mountain height, 

With still and stealthy trea 

The sniffing herd, expecting ill, 
Stood gazing motionless and still, 
Then, with a whistle loud and shrill. 
Expressive of alarm. 

With timid glance and nostrils wide 
They scamper'd down the mountain side, 
Now swiftly, now with cautious slide. 

Till out of reach of harm. 
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When crack ! and ev'ry chasm round, 
Caught np and echo'd back the sonnd, 
Till, hardly whispering, it was drown'd 
Amid the streamlet's spray. 

The youths' high spirits know no bounds ; 
Again the rifle's crack resounds, 
And on forbidden hunting-grounds 

They went to seek their prey, 

Alas I for that poor hapless pair, 
Up, up the steep they toil'd with care, 
And little thought that, lurking there, 
Bavarian hunters lay. 

Who watch'd and saw the foremost one 
Beneath the larchen place his gun, 
(He was his mother's only son. 

Her comfort and her stay). 

When crack again, a flash of flame. 
And whizzing through the air there came 
A bullet, with unerring aim. 

Which pierced him through the heart. 
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Crack ! and the other tnm'd his head, 
And saw his late companion dead, 
While from his own arm drops of red 
Quickly began to start. 

As if pursued by bloodhound pack, 
He hurried down the mountain-track ; 
On, on he went, nor once look'd back. 

Till his friends' home he spied. 

He ran until he reach'd the vale, 
And when he told his mournful tale. 
His strength was gone, his cheek was pale. 
And he, too, fell and died. 
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2ri)C Sons of tf^t iactmaiir. 

<g) t0mt with me 

To the deep, deep sea, 
Ye nymphs and maidens fair ! 

There is room for all 

In my sumptuous hall 
Of pearls so rich and rare. 

We '11 laugh and sing 

Till the icebergs ring, 
And the coral reefs split in twain ; 

Then we '11 dance and shout, 

And frolic about 
To the sound of the sea-nymph's strain. 

A diamond bright 

Is my only light, 
As I comb my flowing hair, 

Or sit as a queen. 

So calm and serene. 
On the weeds which the billows bear. 
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My mermaids delight, 
In the dead of the night. 

To dance in the secret caves, 
Or ride in the dark 
In my nautilus bark, 

On the top of the foaming wayes. 

A storm at sea 

Is a pleasure to me. 

As I cling to the rocks below, 
And the huge waves roar. 
As they break on the shore. 

And dash me to and fro ! 

Then come with me 
To the deep, deep sea. 

And join in the mirthful song 
Of my nymphs threescore, 
And a myriad more — 

come, come, come along ! 
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^'nt the Fairy Queen 

Of the meadow green, 
Of the forest trees and hills ; 

I sleep in bowers 

Bedeck'd with flowers, 
And drink at the sparkling rills. 

I twine nay hair 

With anemones fair, 
While my maidens dance around, 

And trip so light 

O'er the violets bright, 
With their graceful, sylph-like bound. 

I sit alone 

On my queenly throne. 
Of moss and snowdrops pale ; 

My crown 's a wreath 

Of the purpling heath, 
With lilies of the vale. 
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come with me 

To the woods, and see 
Where fragrant flowers blow ; 
Then sip the dew 
From the harebell blue, 
On a bank where cowslips grow. 

In early spring 

1 love to sing 

With the lark his morning lay ; 

Or bound up hill. 

When all is still, 
To watch the blush of day. 

Then leave the sea, 
And come with me ; 

With laugh so light and gay. 
And many a song. 
We'll trip along — 

Away — away — away ! 
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^0 ^olatttr : on tf)e Beat!) of Hortr 
MuWn Stuart* 

^]©aUg|ttrS of Poland, and sons of the brave ! 

The Champion of Freedom has gone to his rest ; 

And the heart that so lately beat warm in his 
breast 
Is silenced for ever on this side the grave. 

Is silenced for ever : but yet, if a name 

Can live in the hearts of the grateful and free, 
His name will be cherish'd, poor Poland, by thee — 

Be cherish'd with Heroes of world-renown'd fame ! 

Whenever the weak were oppressed by the strong. 
When Liberty struggled in vain against might, 
He stood by the injured and down-trodden Riglit, 

ThoiQgh many, too many, appeared for the Wrong. 
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And now when thy children, with bright banners 
flying, 
Go forth to the combat for Freedom and laws, 
To aid Abdul-Medjid in this his just cause, — 

Not only for that will those children be dying : 

They '11 think of their lov'd and long-lost native land, 
And wrench off the yoke that upon her was thrust ; 
Then, Poland! thine eagle shall rise from the 
dust. 

And thy sons, all united in heart and in hand. 

As brothers long parted who meet once again. 
Shall welcome their land with a half-stifled sob, 
While their hearts quickly beating shall tremble 
and throb. 
Like the heare of the waves as they crest the blue 
main ! 

Then they'll think too of one who was ever befriending 
The captive, the exile, and poor in distress; 
But with joy they will think, as his memory they 



That he pass'd from life here to the life never-ending I 
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news from struggling Poland! Poland 

so long oppressed ! 
The snow-white eagle, chained no more, bursts from 

its rocky nest ; 
A moment, and the outspread wings soar upward to 

the skies, 
While injured Liberty looks down and bids her sons 

arise, — 
And heavenward yet once again that banner streams 

unfurl'd. 
Which gallant Sobieski made renowned through the 

world : 
Arise then, sons of Poland! in heart and hand 

unite, — 
Press forward in your righteous cause, and conquer 

in the fight. 
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Alas I for many a homestead by Cossack hordes laid 

low, 
The ringing of whose horses' hoofs strikes terror as 

they go; 
Alas! that shrieks (yet unavenged) and cries of 

deep despair 
Mix wildly with the battle din, and pierce the 

blackened air ; 
Each day a Hero rises, each day a Chief is slain, — - 
Like brave Padlewski with ^' the hope his death was 

not in vain : " 
Then onward, sons of Poland ! onward, and win the 

day,— 
Prove worthy comrades of the men who nobly led the 

way! 

O how can thoughts or words express all Poland's 

dauntless deeds. 
Where ieach man fights for hearth and home, and 

each for freedom bleeds? 
Yet will I Nullo's name enshrine, — NuUo! whose 

inmost soul 
Was with his much-loved Italy, yet fought and died 

a Pole ; 
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And tell how Koziell with his few rushed forward 

sword in hand, 
Till, lion-like, he fought to death, hut dying saved 

his hand : 
Then follow, sons of Poland! where gallant Koziell 

led, 
Andclaim once more the fetter'd land for which 

your fathers hied. 

Fain would I tell of beardless boys, who loved their 

land so well 
They proudly faced their country's foes till in her 

cause they fell ; 
And how when Narbutt, ere he died, urged on his 

friends to fly, 
The twelve became his funeral pile, — not one but 

stay'd to die I 
O Europe! shall such deeds be done, and Poland 

not be saved ? 
For know full well such hero hearts can never be 

enslaved ! 
But bid these sons of Poland go forth in valour strong, 
Till victory shall change again their mourning into 

Bong! 
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O English wives aud mothers ! think of your 

sisters braye, 
Who daily see some loved-one go to fill a Patriot's 

grave; 
And seeing, crush their sorrows back, and stay each 

burning tear, 
That they the wounded may attend, the sick and 

dying cheer. 
All honour to those noble hearts, who still in silence 

share 
The sufferings, outrages, and wrongs their country- 
men must bear ! 
O guard them, sons of Poland! fight on for those 

you love, 
Strong in the right, and trusting all to Him who 

reigns above. 
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c:i)e Valt of aiturg* 

J^lfl J[ttt*8 a little vale nestled among the green hills, 
And a bright little stream through its meadow-land trills, 
And oh, but its name through my inmost heart thrills r- 

We call it the Vale of Albury. 

There are cottages hidden among leaf-crown'd trees, 
Whose graceful boughs bend to each soft kissing breeze, 
And all things that lovers of Nature can please. 

Are here in our Vale of Albury. 

There are loving hearts throbbing warm firesides round. 
There are souls that in all things most lovely abound, 
And long may they both in their places be found. 

To gladden our Vale of Albury. 



5ri)e ^etttinel=13eeri) near ^ilber 

^^Ot many a changeful long year it had stood, 

Defying the storm and the hreeze, 
Like a sentinel guarding the fair Silver Wood, 

That monarch of old heech^rees. 

And year after year had the hyacinth hells 
Bung out their sweet peals round its stem, 

And year after year had it join'd their last knells, 
As it shook its dead leaves over them. 

Each fresh joyous spring had the violets hlue 

Crept up round its sinewy roots, 
And received from its brown buds the bead-drops of 
dew 

To nourish their little green fruits. 
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And each sminy summer bright children had stray'd, 

And daisy-chains merrily strung, 
On that very same spot where their grandsires play'd 

When they too were blithesome and young. 

Each glad golden autumn, more rich than the last, 
Glow'd down on its leaves with a smile, 

And tinged them with light till the wintery blast 
Swept bare its tough boughs for a while. 

But woe, for a whirlwind blew up from the North, 
And howl'd up the Tillingboume Vale, 

And elm-trees and firs were uphurl'd in its wrath, 
And gnarVd oak-trees rock'd in the gale. 

But still at its post stood the sentinel tree 

(For storms had assail'd it before); 
A hundred weak subjects might tremble, but he, 

The monarch, stood firm as of yore. 

Yet woe, for the hurricane grasp was too near ; 

In fury the beech-arms were bent, 
And its stout wooden heart wail'd in anger and fear 

As with force it was twisted and rent. 
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And sadly its shattered boughs droop'd as it stood 
When the morning light down on it fell, 

And the flowers that bloom in the fair Silver Wood 
Breathe each year a low funeral knell. 
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5ri)e l^gacinti) Sblo^t at ®libe'» 

Jl^ ^tttH slope of hyacinth flowers grew 
Close to a little, merry, murmnring stream. 
Whose silvery waters, gently flowing past, 
Canght the faint shadow of each opening flower \ 
But not for long — the sky is overcast, 
And earth receives with joy the gentle shower. 
Which decks the grass with little pearls like dew, 
Now lit by glimpses of the moon's bright beam. 

I pass'd again ; but oh, how changed the scene ! 

Each fading flower bent its drooping head ; 

Yes, all around looked desolate and drear — 

Even the stream hunmi'd sadly as it went : 

No shadow rested on that mirror clear ; 

The weeping willows o'er the water bent, 

And the wind whisper'd through the oak-trees green ; 

Alas, how soon the hyacinths are dead ! 
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** SE'II never forget thee, though years should fly 
by, 

Nor think thee untrue for an hour ;" 
Thus murmur'd a maiden : the only reply 

Was a tiny forget-7»6-not flower. 

And when many summers have pass'd o'«r her head, 

O still she is faithful and true ! 
For there in her bosom, though withered and dead, 

Lies that little forget-me-not blue. 

And then, when she sadly remembers the past, 
And sighs, " Was there e'er love like ours ?" 

She hears a light footstep — he 's coming at last, 
With some blooming forget-me-not flowers. 
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Did they ever forget ? No, though years pass'd away, 
And each winter's touch frosted his hair ; 

Though her rich sunny tresses were tinted with grey, 
And lines marked her brow once so fair ; 

Yet their hearts' warm affection was so intertwined, 
That they look'd on all troubles as light ; 

And round the same grave, where they both are 
enshrined, 
Still bloom the forget-me-nots bright. 
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J^Mt|lttf was a short, sad life, poor boy ! 

A shadow o'er thee hung, 
Few sunny gleams of childhood's joy 
Shone on the path thy young steps trod ; 
Few bright thoughts led thy soul to God, 
Making thy heart feel young. 

Then madness seiz'd thy fever'd brain — 

Madness and black despair ; 
And Pride called Poverty a stain. 
Till thou, by that false prompter led, 
Would'st sooner starve than eat the bread 
Supplied by others' care. 

And then, when all was dark around. 

And sunless seem'd thy day, 
When Envy on thy genius frown'd. 
And no man help'd thee in thy need, 
Alas 1 thine own hand did the deed — 
Thy spirit pass'd away. 
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'^ffl^-Urt you, then, bonie to fade and die, 
Unseen by Nature's tearful eye, 
Panting for life with help so nigh, 

Picciola? 

Those sickly flowers scarcely blown, 
Unwatch'd, uncared for, and unknown, 
Drooping in solitude alone, 

Picciola I 

Stay, gentle plant 1 a friend was near. 
That withered stem to coax and cheer. 
And furnish Nature's welcome tear, 

Picciola ! 

Those trembling budlets saw the sun, 
Till Winter told thy race was run. 
Tracing in ice " Thy mission 's done, 

Picciola !" 
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Jp^|jOf!tt, too, art numbered with the mighty dead, 
Silyio Pellico ; thy honoured name 
Is not forgotten, though no warrior fame 

Wreathes its bright chaplet round thy laurell'd head. 

Imprisoned for many a long and dreary year 
With one who, lovely in his youthful bloom. 
Was buried in that worse than living tomb — 

One who to thee was as a brother dear ; 

Each sought to cheer full many a weary hour. 
Until that moment came, so sweet to thee. 
Which bade you both — happy thought I — be 
free; 

And sent him forth a crushed and blighted flower. 

But was all happiness for thee in store, 

Silvio Pellico ? A sister fair. 

Nine months before had breathed her dying prayer. 
And closed her eyes to open them no more. 
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O, tyrant despots ! who can spend your breath 
In bringing to a prison or a grave 
The young, the old, the beautiful, the brave, 

How must you tremble at your hour of death ! 

Can you, who heard unmoved the maidens' cry. 
And saw the children and their mothers weep ; 
Can you at length fall peacefully asleep ? 

For know, proud rulers ! even kings must die. 

Silvio Pellico I in realms of light. 

Where all are in their Saviour's glory blest, 
Where weary spirits find eternal rest. 

And all is beautiful, and pure, and bright ; 

Thou wilt forget thy sorrow here below, 
Forget the hardships and the prison fare. 
And only bless with love the tender care 

Which led thee early better things to know. 
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3ttppo£(e)r to fit ssaitr is ^ilbio 
iPelliw in g^pielturg* 

^^[M)i of the South, whose bright nnclouded sky 

Cheers many a heart and gladdens many an eye, 

How many of thy children, good and brave, 

Have left thee for a prison or a grave ? 

Sun I canst thou not bid a tender ray, 

For one short moment, to our dungeon stray ? 

It might still reach us through the darksome gloom. 

So like the solemn silence of the tomb. 

Stay, lovely Moon ! so beautifully pale, 

Tinting the oaks as with a silver veil. 

Show us once more the merry dancing beam 

We Ve watched so often sporting with the stream ; 

Sweet Morning, upon gentle Summer's breeze, 

Waft us the fragrance of the hawthorn trees : 
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How often I have pick'd those blossoms fair, 
And twined them playfully in Etta's hair ! 
But now, alas I those happy days are o'er ; 
Italia ! shall I ever see thee more ? 
Deprived of Freedom, all my hopes destroyed, 
My aching heart is left an empty void : 
But should I murmur ? Should my heart repine ? 
How many men have harder lots than mine ! 
For though till death forgotten I may dwell, 
The captive inmate of a prison cell, — 
For though of friends, and wealth, and joy bereft, 
I am not poor while one bright gem is left ; 
With quiet conscience and a peaceful mind. 
Be still, my heart; I'll be at least resigned. 
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J^lJH eagle on his rocky throne 

The patriot stood — he could not fly — 
Waiting, unguarded and alone, 
That death he did not fear to die : 

To die ? Ah, yes, he knew full well 
They came to kill the Tyrol's TelL 

The vultures reach'd the snow-crown'd height. 

Half dazzled by its icy glare, 
And up among the snow-flakes white 
They saw their dauntless victim there : 

Their victim ? Yes, they meant to slay 
Their fearless and defenceless prey. 

What could he do, however brave. 

With nothing but his single arm ? 
" Take me," he cried, " but save, oh ! save, 
My helpless wife and babes from harm !" 
They only wanted Hofer*s life ; 
What cared they for his babes or wife ? 
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A soldier's death, a hero's grave, 

To him who ne'er from danger fled, 
Napoleon and the Tyrol gave. 

And he, the peasant-chief, was dead : 

Was dead ! but yet the name he bore 
Shall honour'd live for evermore. 
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Harl Wf^to^iox Horner. 

^^B young, so talented, so brave, 
For Fatherland he loved so well. 
Shot down with sword in hand he fell, 

And many moum*d around his grave. 

His heart beat high with laurels won 
Before the day was at its height. 
But ere the earth was veil'd in night 

Germania lost her bravest son. 

** Avenge our Komer's death !" they cry; 

" Like him well meet a German's fate ; 

Though now our succour comes too late, 
To victory 1 well win, or die !" 

His loss was toird in cannons* roar. 
And when the startled morning woke 
They laid the youth beneath an oak, 

To rest till men shall sleep no more. 
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^^twlf must I leave my childhood's happy home, 

To see no more the country of my birth ? 
Must I in foreign regions always roam, 

Far from the spot I cherish most on earth ? 
Yes I smiling vale, and sunny hills, we part ; 

Far, far from this, henceforward I shall dwell ; 
Oh ! who can count the sighs that rend my heart 

In this a last, I fear, a last farewell 1 

Stay! — will a flower remind me of the past ? 

1*11 pluck this rosebud, beautiful and pale ; 
For while its faded leaves alone shall last 

They'll whisper softly of my native vale : 
One parting look to all I hold so dear. 

And when my home for ever fades from view, 
This flower upon my breast alone can hear 

The lonely exile's last — yes, last adieu I 
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Eo ia. ;W[ottti*0 Statue of jFlora. 

Jplriping forth to meet the day, 

Graceful Flora ; 

Ever lovely, ever gay, 

Beauteous Flora, 

While the fickle sunheamff straying. 

Bound thy snowy brow are playing, 

Gentle Flora. 

VeiVd to keep its brighter glare, 

Graceful Flora, 

From thy face so fresh and fair. 

Beauteous Flora, 

While a wreath of blooming roses 

Thy white hand and arm encloses. 

Gentle Flora ; 
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Do not Knger, trip away. 

Graceful Flora ; 
Hasten — wherefore dost thou stay, 

Beauteous Flora ? 
Bee, the gladsome day is breaking, — 
See, the dewy buds are waking. 

Gentle Flora. 

Lift thy foot from off that stone. 

Graceful Flora ; 

Must Avrora come alone. 

Beauteous Flora ? 

Lightly bound away to meet her. 

And with smiles of welcome greet her, 
Gentle Flora ! 
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J^ W32 ^^ peace, a day of rest, 
When Nature's sunny self is blest. 
And everything is calm and still 
From Ewhurst height to Martyr's Hill. 

On wild Blackheath no sound is heard 
But the sweet trill of bee or bird. 
While the crisp reindeer-moss is rife 
With the glad hum of beetle life. 

And from the woods the fresh spring breeze 
Comes murmuring through the budding trees, 
While nestled on some patch of green 
The sundew's tearful eye is seen. 
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The morning lengthens, and the sound 
Of village church-bells echoes round ; 
To Heaven, O Nature, raise thy voice, 
It is the day of rest, — Rejoice ! 



II. 

Another day breaks upon Surrey Blackheath, 
And all things are stirring from Hindhead to Leith ; 
At dawn from the gorse every song-bird has fled, 
And the insects have flown from their moss-tangled 
bed. 

For to-day town and hamlet, and great London too, 
Send their sight-seers down to the Rifle Review ; 
And from Guildford and Dorking and Reigate they 

oome. 
Till the still air vibrates with the holiday hum. 

In the days when old Rome ruled the world long ago, 
Our Surrey heaths rang with the tramp of the foe, 
But to-day the green heather-sprays joyously bend, 
And the hills echo back the glad tread of the friend ! 
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Up our picturesque lanes, from the first peep of day, 
By thousands our brave Volunteers wend their way ; 
And never in Surrey was such a sight seen 
As that which now winds up the little ravine ! 

The bands are all playing, and brightly the sun 
Is reflected from each flashing bayonet and gun, 
And the downs with the sharp rifle-volleys resound, 
Till in the dark foam of the Mole they are drown'd. 

O long as the sun shines on Surrey Blackheath, 
May the rifles of friends ring from Hindhead to 

Leith ; 
But let the foe come ! and to-day*s mimic fight 
Will be played in real earnest for God and the Right. 
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Strag 5ri)0ugi)ts in tl)e ©rgstal 
Palace. 

^3^0llir0ttS enchantment, bursting on the sight 

Like a huge giant, yet so brightly fair, 

Tinged by the setting sun with golden light. 

Drinking the perfume of the balmy air. 

The Crystal Palace stands ; so wide and high, 
Yet so transparent that each fickle beam, 

Flitting across the cloudless azure sky, 
Reflects its rays like ripples on a stream. 

But, look within : the fragrant orange-trees 
Quite bend beneath their load of snowy flowers ; 

And fountains murmuring to the gentle breeze 
Are flowing forth in cool and crystal showers. 
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Here the Heroes and the Graces 
Meet in statues gay and grave, 

Some with lovely smiling faces, 
Others handsome, bold and brave. 

These in plaintive strains are singing, 
Though no sounds may reach the ear ; 

While on those the pearl -drop clinging 
To the eye-lash forms a tear. 

There, the sad pale slave is sighing 
For the home she loved so well; 

There, the wounded youth is dying, 
All uncared for, where he felL 



Nineveh in all her glory 

Lifts once more her haughty head, 
While Pompeii breathes the story 

Of her long-forgotten dead. 
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How her children's merry laughter 
Echoed through her marble halls, 

As they gaily bounded after 

Shadows on her painted walls ! -. 

How those sounds of mirth and gladness 

All were silenced in a day ! 
Nothing moved ; — for gloom and sadness 

Reign'd, where all was once so gay : 

Till again, in later ages. 

In those chambers steps were heard ; 
But Pompeii's youths and sages 

Never more from slumber stirr'd. 



Lightly springing from the tomb. 

Draped in spirit-robes of white, 
Rising from this earthly gloom 

Into pure celestial light, 
Malibran with outstretch'd fingers. 

Beautiful, and chaste, and fair. 
In humility still lingers. 

Gazing up in silent prayer. 
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" Lord, I come!" — the words seem breaking 

From those parted lips of clay, 
While those eyes from sleep awaking 

Best on brightness far away : 
Still her pallid face seems praying, 

" Bid the golden gates unroll. 
Let me hear my Saviour saying 

* Welcome ' to a ransom'd soul." 
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j^LlflJlJJ life's narrow path went I, 

Alike in sun and showers, 
And one by one, in passing by, 

I pluck'd these wayside flowers. 

For nothing of itself doth grow 

In this fair world of ours ; 
The seeds are scattered here below 

And spring up wayside flowers. 

These will not thrive among rank weeds, 
Nor where the storm-cloud lowers, 

They grew from very small thought-seeds. 
And are but wayside flowers. 

The soil they love in hearts is found 
Whose sweetness nothing sours. 

And may such gardens long abound. 
Blooming with wayside flowers. 
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J^L.Il exile made his home 

Beneath the New World's skies, 
And the sword that yet should strike for Rome 
Was all he had to prize : 
While the only light in the evenings there beam'd 
from Anita's eyes. 



He fought for those opprest, 

Through many a day and night ; 
And the warm true heart within his breast 
Told him he yet should fight 
For that far-off country, whose dear name seem'd 
to him ever bright. 



A TRUE HERO. 8'5 

A kingdom was in his hands ; 

At his feet a royal erown lay : 
And princely palaces, fair broad lands, 
Were in his grasp : but they 
To him were as nothing, and with a smile he gave 
them all away. 



Titles were his, at a word ; 

But none could equal his name ! 
For the wealth of a nation no finger he stirr'd, 
And went as poor as he came, — 
If it he poor to have good men's love, and all that 
he cared to claim. 



He opened each dungeon door ; 

He set the prisoners free; 
Aiid then for Caprera's rock-bound shore 
He crossed the sunny sea. 
With hardly gold enough of his own to pay the 
boatman's fee. 
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Naples his trusty sword 

Had freed from the tyrant's chain, 
And blessings upon his head were pour'd 
like the grateful drops of rain : 
But, his mission over, he siinply went to his little 
Isle again. 



Old England's honoured guest, 

Good, gentle, great and pure, 
He came, and she gave him of her best — 
Love from her deep heart's core : 
Which, joined with the love of each distant land, 
shall circle him evermore. 
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An Indian Story. 



J^Itlp blood- red sun had sunk to rest, 
And solemnly from out the west 

Dark mountain-clouds appeared ; 
Heavy with gathered storms were they, 
And angrily the sun's last ray 

Flush'd them as they uprear'd : 

But as they slowly onward roll'd 
The fierce hue brighten'd into gold, 

And where the sun had been 
Hung the first shades of coming night, 
Pierced by faint streaks of roseate light, 

Tinted with apple-green. 
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Fair was the view that met the gaze, 
Most lovely in the evening haze, — 
The broad blue river rolling by, 
The trees that toss'd their boughs on high, 
The vast expanse of hill and dale. 
The little hamlet in the vale, 
The wild deer at the water's brink 
Bending their graceful necks to drink. 
The maize-fields, rich with drops of gold. 
All these a tale of plenty told : 
Nor less of peace, for in each glade 
With Nature's treasures children played; 
Now clutching floral gems that grew 
Around, of every shape and hue. 
And when their novelty had fled, 
Throwing them ttoWn as worthless, dead : 
Now searching in old hollow trees 
For the sweet treasure of the bees. 
And now from out the moisten'd clay 
Bearing rude wigwams in their play ; 
Now bounding off with step so fleet. 
The ground scarce seem'd to kiss their feet ; 
And now, lit up by some stray beam. 
Seen paddling in a distant stream ; 
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Happy in motion, and when still 
(For children dread not any ill), 
Toying away their sunny hours. 
Their only books the leaves and flowers. 
Yet think not thou, who lov'st to pore 
In secret o'er some classic lore. 
That thou couldst not some wisdom gain 
From these dark children of the plain ; 
For books may err, but Nature's book 
Is perfect wheresoe'er we look ; 
Turn to what page or line we will. 
We find it only perfect still : 
For every leaf and every flower 
Displays its Maker's wondrous power. 
And not a single grain of sand 
But bears the impress of His hand. 
Yet more, those are not wise alone 
Who Science for their master own ; 
For those who Learning's pathway tread 
Find much of wealth to store the head : 
But gentle Nature's magic art 
Is simply speaking to the heart ; 
And many a natural gem we find 
Encased in an unletter'd mind. 
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For justice, virtue, truth, and love, 

Are gifts implanted from above. 

O children ! blest in every clime, 

Sweet theme for prose, sweet theme for rhyme, 

Fain would my lingering fancy stay 

To watch you longer at your play. 

But shadows fall o'er hill and vale, 

And urge me to relate my tale. 

Alas ! that where all else was bright. 

Should hover Superstition's blight ; 

Alas I that yet no Christian ray 

Had gladden'd twilight into day. 

Each year, as harvest-time came round, 

And prosperous was the hunting-ground. 

The noblest of the tribe's young daughters 

Was launch'd upon the fatal waters, 

And drifting from her native shore. 

Was never seen to tread it more. 

O river ! but twelve hours have fled 

Since in her birch-bark, streak'd with red, 

Was seen the maiden, Morning-Dew, 

Gliding upon thy bosom blue. 

One gorgeous cactus in her hair. 

Once choice fresh bud of radiance rare ; 
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Like to a Naiad bright she lay, 
Basking beneath the sun's first ray. 
But now, O river ! through the gloom 
Thy tide must drift her to — a tomb I 
Her shroud, the foaming cataract's spray ; 
Her funeral knell, the roar, that aye 
Swells on the ear from night to day. 
And on from morn till twilight grey ! 



She came — the maiden Morning-Dew, 
Array'd in deer-skins work'd with blue, 

That near the ground 
Parted and show'd quaint strings of beads, 
Which twined with shells and curious seeds 

Her ankles round. 

Her hair, the deepest shade of jet, 
Hung unconfined by comb or net 

Below her waist ; 
While each dark eye, not often hid, 
Behind a drooping, trembling lid, 

Itself encased. 
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The rounded amis that lightly pressed 
Earth's choicest flowers to her breast 

Would have been fair, 
But that the olive and the rose 
Each sought its beauties to disclose 

And rested there. 

Like to the velvet peach, when noon 
Is brightest in the month of June, 

Was her soft cheek; 
And her red lips, whence smiles would start 
So often, trembled now apart. 

As if to speak. 

But sixteen years had o'er her bent. 
Kissing her forehead as they went ; 

Sixteen, — no more ; 
And she, the noblest bom, the best. 
Was also found the loveliest 

The country o'er. 

Oh ! who could look upon that face 
In all its youth and maiden grace 

Without a sigh. 
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To think that ere another sun, 

One whose young life had just begun 

Unwept must die ? 

Unwept ? Alas I no friendly tear 
May fall for her, but all must cheer 

Her on her way, — 
For the old priest, by magic art. 
Has found " the offering must depart 

At close of day; 

With merry songs and joyous mirth, 
Taking a last farewell of earth. 

And from the shore 
Must onward float with gladsome haste, 
Till, by the river god embraced. 

She floats no more." 

Without a sigh, without a word. 
The victim-maid her sentence heard ; 

While far and near 
Rose from the listening, surging crowd, 
A melody, first soft, then loudj 

That on the ear 



94: " MOBNINO-DKW " AND " LION-HEABT." 

Linger'd awhile with plaintive notes ; 
Then, bursting from a thousand throats, 

Form'd a glad lay, 
Telling of joys awaiting those 
Who in the Rapids seek repose, 

Then died away. 



As stands an oak in winter time, 
Its brown top crisp with silver rime, 

Erect and tall. 
So stood the aged Indian chief — 
Majestic in his speechless grief — 

Before them all. 

A leopard-skin was round him flung. 
While at his back a hatchet hung, 

Carved with rare skill. 
And circled on his tattooed arms 
Were curious amulets and charms. 

To guard from ill. 
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But none of all those charms could save 
His daughter from her destined grave ; 

That she was best, 
A queen among her sister band, 
The brightest jewel of the land, 

His heart confessed. 

For she had grown up at his side. 
An old man's darling and his pride. 

And well he knew 
That sorrowful would be the days 
When he no more might fondly gaze 

On Morning-Dew. 

He had not stoop'd beneath the weight 
Of hoary Winters sixty-eight. 

Nor felt their touch, 
But now he bow'd his aged head, 
As if the load of tears unshed 

Press'd overmuch. 

Yet as the death-hymn round him roU'd, 
That joy for his loved child foretold. 
He stood again 



96 " MORNING-DEW " AND " LION-HEART." 

Above his tribe erect and tall, 
A king of men above them all, 

And join'd the strain. 

It ceased; and from the maids came two, 
Who crown'd the brow of Morning-Dew 

With blossoms gay, 
While others scattered flowerets sweet 
Upon the ground, that her young feet 

Might o'er them stray. 

And then she tnm'd, and low and clear, 
Like rippling water on the ear, 

Her accents fell, — 
" Beloved country of my birth. 
And friends whom I have known on earth, 

And lov'd so well, 

Plenty and peace are ours, and I, 
An offering for that good, must die 

Ere break of day : 
No sigh nor tear from me shall fall ; 
With joy I hear the Kiver's call. 

And I obey." 
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But as she spoke a tear-drop bright 
Nestled upon a rosebud white, 

That to her breast, 
As if to still her heart's wild throb. 
As if to hush a pent-up sob. 

She gently press'd. 

And gazing in her father's face 
With maiden modesty and grace. 

She murmur'd low, — 
" Should the young hunter, who for deer 
So oft of late has wander'd here, 

And whose pine-bow 

When broken I have helped to mend. 
This way for game his footsteps wend, 

This white flower give; 
For it will tell him how my heart 
From his love found it hard to part, 

And wish'd to live. 

Yet never shall my heart repine I 
If by this sacrifice of mine 

I good bestow 

-EL 
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On yon, whom I have held so dear, 
On all the friends that throng me here, 
With joy I go." 

And on the waters calm and bine 
Floated away sweet Morning-Dew 

Into the night, — 
Her funeral car a flower-crown'd boat. 
While the whole river seem'd afloat 

With blossoms bright. 



Half sheltered by a clustering vine 
Stood the young hunter, Lion-Heart, 

Leaning upon his bow of pine. 
And musing to himself apart. 

And if his thoughts would fondly stray, 
The same old theme seem'd ever new,- 

One home was near, though far away, 
The home of maiden Morning-Dew. 
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Sole scion of a warlike race, 

Instead of men he hunted deer, 
And many a leopard in the chase 

Had crouch'd to his unerring spear. 

It was but when the last deep snow 
Lay crisp upon the frosty ground, 

As he was following a roe 

He first that sheltered wigwam found : 

And asking leave to rest a space 
To mend the pine-bow in his hand, 

He gazed upon her radiant face. 
The loveliest in all the land. 

And somehow, since that golden day 

(He never noticed it before), 
The game would often take the way 

Which ended at that wigwam door I 

Then, too, his arrows, strangely now 

Got broken, or his bow of pine, 
And Morning-Dew alone knew how 

To splice them with her cocoa twine. 
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And sometimes when the snltry air 
Was freshened by a gentle breeze, 

Sweet Morning-Dew would show him where 
The squirrels play*d among the trees. 

And then the two would sing or talk 
About the little birds and flowers ; 

Or, as the evening lengthened, walk 
And dream away the happy hours. 

And so it happened, that when Night 
Spread over Earth her mantle grey, 

He stood, and watched the waning light, 
And roam'd in fancy far away : 

And thus, when absent, she was near, 
Whose gentle rule his heart confessed ; 

Each day her image grew more dear, 
And lived unrivalled in his breast. 



Calmly amid the cloud-streaks white 
The pale moon shed her silver light 
On all around, 
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Pencilling out against the sky 

The boughs that rear'd themselves on high, 

With leaf-wreaths crown'd. 

And as the river onward flow'd 
Its ripples in the moonlight glow'd, 

While Morning- Dew, 
Eejoicing as she went along, 
Cuird from her flitting thoughts a song 

Of radiant hue. 



" Bright little moonbeams, dancing, dancing, 
Over the ripple-waves glancing, glancing, 
Now here, now there. 
On the clear waters playing; 

Now kissing my hair, 
And now merrily straying 
Over these flowers fair ; 
Over these flowers and fruits so rare; 
Gliding along so lightly, lightly, 
Gliding along so brightly, brightly. 



102 " MORNINQ-DBW '* AND " LION-HEART." 

Oh ! what should I do 
If it were not for you ? 
I should sit in my bark 
All alone in the dark, 
And sigh for the home I am leaving behind, 
And sigh for the friends and the ties that there 
bound me, 
And sigh for the love that so tenderly twined. 
Like a delicate plant, its young tendrils around 
me." 



Within a wigwam low and small 
Lay Lion-Heart, in happy sleep ; 

While charms were hung upon the wall. 
His hut from every ill to keep. 

For he supposed that when he lay 

Unconscious on the reed-strew'd ground, 

His spirit wandered far away. 
And her he loved in dreamland found. 
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And then he thought the words his tongue 
And hers, might fancy here too hold, 

Their kindred spirits, frank and young, 
Might guess at, and the tale be told. 

He slept, and from his placid brow 
His glossy raven hair was toss'd ; 

And now a murmur'd word, and now 
A flitting smile his curl'd lip cross'd. 

He started, — did he dream? What sound 
Was that which struck his sleeping ear. 

Which made his calm heart quickly bound. 
As if some spirit-form were near ? 

It was a dream, and yet he heard 
(And solemnly the sad sound fell) 

In Morning-Dew's loved voice the word. 
The solitary word, " Farewell I" 



Among the clouds the weird moon sail'd, 
And the green earth before her paled, 

While in her bark 
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Yet faster floated Morning-Dew, 
While the clear waters, once so blue, 

With depth were dark. 

The trees upon the river's bank 
Grew round her spectre-like and lank, 

And very drear 
Seem'd all things as she went along, 
Till from her thoughts she weaved a song 

To one most dear. 



" Loved one, as at eve you wander 
Through the sighing woods and ponder 
On the happy days now ended. 
When our thoughts together blended. 
Think of me. 

Loved one, when the stars are brightest. 
When your lonely heart feels lightest, 
And you half forget the sadness 
Which now blights your spirit's gladness. 
Think of me. 
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Loved one, when the birds are singing, 
When the flowers to life are springing, 
When each season is returning, 
Think, with all your youthful yearning, 
Think of me." 



As stands at eve the spotted deer. 
With head erect and ears half bent. 

Watching for sounds, so, on his spear, 
Listening, the youthful hunter leant. 

But all was calm, and bright, and still, 
And nothing moving met his eye. 

Yet round his spirit crept a chill 

Which made him feel some ill was nigh. 

Out, out into the soft night air. 
To cool his fever'd brow, he rush'd, 

But in the silvery silence there 

His restless heart would not be hush'd. 
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For, far away a plaintive strain 

Seem'd blending with the Kapids' roar, 

Dying away, and then again 

Ringing out sweeter than before. 

And he alone those accents caught. 
He, the best-loved of Morning-Dew, 

And hearing, fled like one distraught 
To where roU'd on the river blue. 



Among the trees the fierce wind howl'd, 
And far away the thunder growl'd. 

While the dark sky, 
Now in the sickly moonbeams shiver'd, 
Now in the vivid lightning quiver'd, 

And yet more nigh 

To death drew maiden Morning-Dew; 
How fast the fearful moments flew I 

And now her ear 
Heard, how plainly I as they fell. 
The rushing waters: her own knell, 

Alas, how near ! 
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She utter'd neither moan or sigh ; 
No Indian maiden fears to die ! 

But her full heart 
Within her bosom wildly beat 
(Those sixteen summers had been sweet), 

And she must part 

With all things here she counted fair, 
And yet live on she knew not where I 

O cruel doom 
That bids her float, with flower-sprays crown'd, 
Circled by fragrant flower-buds round. 

To find a tomb I 



As from an archer's bow full bent, 
Flies to its goal the swift-wing'd dart, 

So onward through the forest went 
The brave young hunter, lion-Heart. 

At first the moon had on him beamed. 
Lighting him with her silver rays. 

But now the whole horizon seem*d 
Fann'd by the fierce wind to a blaze. 
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And far away the thunder's crash 
Boom'd wildly on from dell to dell ; 

While nearer yet was heard the splash 
Of foaming water as it fell. 

He stood npon the river's bank, 

His dark eyes strain'd to pierce the gloom ; 
And his rapt senses wildly drank 

The horrors of his loved one's doom I 

For from his memory's inmost hoard, 
Where every word that Morning-Dew 

Had ever breathed was safely stor'd, 
He forth that fatal custom drew, 

That in her tribe, when all was well. 
The loveliest of the maids was found, 

And with the Rapids for her knell. 

Drifted to death with flower-sprays crown'd I 

And nevermore on earthly day 

Might her eyes open, lest on all 
The friends, who cheer'd her on her way. 

The cataract's foaming flood should fall. 
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And as he thought of this he knew 
That, not in all the country round, 

Could one like maiden Morning-Dew 
For beauty or for grace be found. 



As a swift meteor in the skies 
Bursts for a moment on the sight. 

So Morning-Dew before his eyes 
Darted, and all was robed in night. 

But in that vivid lightning glow. 
Which show'd him her he loved so well. 

Struck earthward by a burning blow. 
Senseless upon the ground he fell. 



Faster still the torrent rush'd, 
Louder yet the thunder crush'd, 
Brighter still the lightning flash'd, 
Onward yet the frail skiflf dash'd ! 
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Nearer still to death she drew, 
Gentle maiden Morning-Dew ; 
Danger faced, she felt no fear ! 
nis far off are worse than near. 

And as onward yet she flew, 
Plaintively sang Morning-Dew, 
While the cataract's deep roar 
Echo'd ronnd her evermore. 



" River Spirit ! ere my heart 
" (Forced from all it loves to part) 
" Silent lies within my breast, 
" Listen to my last request. 

" Good on all my land bestow, 
" Cause the maize with gold to glo^ 
" And let Peace and Plenty reign 
" On each hill, o'er every plain. 

" Towards a wigwam far away 
" Cause the timid deer to stray, 
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" And from ill the hunter keep 
" Who within it turns for sleep. 

" In the noonday of his life, 

" If he seeks and finds a wife, 

" Let me feel with joy that he 

" Sometimes thinks with love of me ! 

" Kiver Spirit ! when in spray 
" I am wafted far away, 
" Let the rushing torrent tell 
" Forth to him my last farewell." 



Sweetly through the dark night air 
Rang the maiden's voice, and there, 

Lingered ere it died : 
Fiercely glow'd the lightning bright, 
While the thunder in its might 

Stirr'd the river's tide. 

Louder still boom'd out the roar 
Of eddying rapids breaking o'er 

Their rocky bed ; 
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But, like the trilling of a bird, 
Above it all her voice was heard, 

Till her yonng head 
Was pillow'd in the foam that high 
Toss'd its white flecks against the sky. 
And bravely there, without a sigh. 
Showed how an Indian maid could die. 



All was still ; and far away 
The sky-line blush'd with coming day : 
All was still ; and not a sound 
Disturbed the calm which reign'd around : 

Save that the torrent^s ceaseless roar 
Was heard as it had been of yore: 
Nature in slumber sought repose, 
And early mom in peace arose. 



Winter and spring had come and pass'd ; 
And harvest-time was nigh at last : 



" MORNING-DEW " AND " LION-HEART." 113 

While the rich grapes with bloom were blue, 
Near the loved home of MomiDg-Dew. 

And then (his black hair tinged with grey) 
Came Lion -Heart again that way ; 
But not with arrow nor with spear 
To hunt the bear or graceful deer : 

He came from far, unarm'd, alone, 
To preach the God all nations own ; 
Bringing the land which gave him love, 
The first good tidings from Above. 

But as he stood among the throng, 
And proved their native customs wrong. 
Upon him angry eyes were turn'd, 
And fury in each bosom burn'd. 

Calmly he stood, till one close by 
An arrow from a bow let fly, 
Which by the archer aim'd too well, 
Transfix'd his arm — he stoop'd and fell. 

\ 
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Then, ere the whole trihe on him press'd, 
The old chief rose abore the rest, 
And bj the fallen Indian's side 
Standing, he in a lond Toioe cried, — 

'' Of all that made life dear bereft, 
" What care I now for what is left ? 
'^ Turn npon me ! This strong right arm 
" Shall save a wounded man from harm. 

" My hnt shall shield him till the day 

'' That sends him heal*d npon his way : 

" Till then protected he shall be, 

'< And none shall tonch him but through me." 

There was a panse ; while from all eyes 
Glared indignation and surprise ; 
Till, echoed on from man to man, 
A shout of admiration ran, — 

" Chief of our tribe for many a year, 
" Whose brave heart never stoop*d to fear, 
" Thy guest is safe ; go where he will, 
" No hand of ours shall work him ill." 
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Thus spoke they ; and at close of day, 
Within that well-known home he lay, 
Who in his inmost heart was true 
To lost and much-loved Morning-Dew I 

And then the flower which had been white, 
And once had held a tear-drop bright, 
Breathed thoughts of comfort in his ear. 
And words which he alone could hear. 



Years fled away ; and still were heard 
The tuneful notes of many a bird : 
The wild deer at the water's brink 
Still bent their graceful necks to drink ; • 
And still the green trees standing nigK 
Toss'd their lithe branches towards the sky. 
But changes in the land had been. 
Though Peace and Plenty reign'd serene : 
The heart which warm'd the old chief's breast 
Had pass'd away to happy rest ; 
And many an old man bow'd his head. 
And spoke of customs long since dead; 
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While the fierce torrent's ceaseless roar 
Bang ont a requiem eyermore ! 
And then alone, with footstep slow, 
And hair like flakes of falling snow, 
Game Lion-Heart, and simply told 
The Christian's Hope to yonng and old : 
And each man's heart was in him stirred, 
As he his hrother Indian heard; 
While superstition roll'd away 
Before the genial light of day. 



Among that crowd of old and young j 

(A leopard skin around him flung) l 

He stood, and told in accents low 
His life's sad tale of long ago. 

And how, when on the river's hank, 
Stricken to earth he senseless sank, 
A stranger sometime passing hy 
Found him, and left him not to die ; 

And how from him the Christian's ray 
First came to cheer his onward way ; 
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Till, filled with comfort from above, 
He came to spread the words of love. 

And then from out his heart he drew 
The memory of sweet Morning-Dew; 
Who left the friends so dear below, 
That good upon her land might glow. 

He spoke of this, and then his eyes 
Turn'd upward to the sunny skies ; 
And ere another hour had flown, 
His ransom'd soul had met her own. 



They laid him where the cataract's roar 
Might thunder round him evermore. 
And where the rainbow on the spray 
Painted in radiant hues an everlasting day. 








E1)e Otonbetsuin of Hing IBtitom. 

]]E^Itt(| Edwin sat in his castle hall, 

Twelve hundred years ago ; 
He had no traitor within the wall, 

And he feared no foreign foe : 
Yet his face was weary and full of care, 

And bent was his thoughtful brow, 
As if the weight he had to bear 

Had overpowered him now. 
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His realm was broad and fair to view, 

With valleys, woods, and rills, 
Wild moorlands, and calm waters blue 

Nestling among the hills : ' 

From Humber away to the Firth of Forth 

All people owned his sway; 
Yet this fair kingdom of the North 

In heathen darkness lay. 



The news had to the king been brought. 

That from a southern shore 
A stranger came, and that he taught 

A faith unknown before : 
And therefore was it that he looked sad. 

And filled with gloomy doubt ; 
And straight his messengers he bade 

Call all his people out. 



They met upon a lofty hill, 

All in those days of eld ; 
Though long ago, men point out still 

Where this debate was held : 
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Long time they talked, and loud and fast 
Opposed with might and main 

Each scald and priest ; until at last 
Uprose a worthy thane ; 



And thus he spake : " When thou, O king ! 

Wert supping one cold night, 
A little sparrow, on swift wing, 

Came into the warmth and light, 
A moment stayed, then fled away 

Into the frosty air ; 
From whence it came we cannot say, 

It went we know not where : 



And is not this the case with men 

Here in this world below ? 
We come and stay awhile, and then 

We know not where we go — 
It is all dark : but if, indeed, 

This man can new things preach, 
Oh, let us to his words give heed. 

And hear what he will teach." 
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He ceased ; and then replied the king : 

" Thy words are wise : go thou, 
worthy thane, and quickly bring 

This man before me now." 
He came — a simple, aged man — 

With purpose high and good; 
Among that fierce and heathen clan 

Fearless alone he stood. 



And then he told, in accents mild, 

That story loved so well, 
How the great God became a child. 

With men on earth to dwell : 
And how, betrayed by His own friend. 

His precious life He gave ; 
And died, that our life should not end. 

But last beyond the grave. 



He told them of that Heaven above, 
Where, freed from this world's care, 

They, too, might dwell in peace and love. 
The bliss of saints to share : 
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And God so blessed His holy word, 
Spoken in love and power, 

That king and people, all who heard, 
Were converts from that hour. 



And so this dark, benighted land, 

Received the light of day. 
That as a beacon she might stand 

In ages far away: 
And still are seen the minsters twain, 

Pointing their spires on high, 
Which king and people, priest and thane, 

Founded in days gone by. 
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^S^l^tll all around is dark and still, 

Beneath a wintry sky, 
The Snowdrops come our hearts to thrill, 
And lead our thoughts on high. 

Tlieir tiny hells of virgin white 

Above the ground appear, 
And, gladdened by the pleasant sight. 

We know that Spring is near. 

Then Nature, from her lengthened sleep, 

Opejis her smiling eyes ; 
And songs and praises, loud and deep, 

From all creation rise. 

They lead our thoughts to think on those 

Whose life on earth is o'er, 
Who now beneath the grass repose — 

" Not lost, but gone before." 
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For though so long in seeming death 

These flowrets hidden lie. 
They only wait the first warm breath 

Of Spring that passes by,— 

To cover with a carpet white 

The wood or mossy glen, 
And make the lawns and borders bright 

About the homes of men : 

And, as the sunny days of Spring 
Wake up each blooming flower, 

So we shall rise on angel's wing, 
In God's own chosen hour. 

Thus if it lead our thoughts to Heaven, 

Where risen spirits dwell, 
A holy lesson has been given 

By this sweet lowly bell. 
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'^^miiX has departed, 
And again has Spring 

Into new life started 
Every living thing : 

Now are swallows building 
Underneath the eaves ; 

Now the Sun is gilding 
All the young green leaves. 

Foremost of Spring flowers 
Comes the Primrose pale, 

Herald of bright hours 
In the happy vale, 

Where each child rejoices 

Every bud to see : 
Hark ! how ring their voices 

Under every tree. 
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Now, aroused from slumber 
By the sunny Spring, 

Insects without number 
Flutter on the wing : 

Bees with busy humming 
Gather their sweet store ; 

Laden ants are coming 
From the threshing-floor ; 

And the lark, up-springing 
From her lowly bed, 

Is a carol singing 
Higher over head. 
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^^^^BiXl pleasant in the merry May 
Among the shady trees to stray, 

When all is calm and still ; 
To linger in the groves and vales, 
And listen while the nightingales 

Melodiously trill. 

Between the green and ferny banks 
And sedges rising ranks on ranks. 

The river rushes out ; 
And here the angler takes his stand, 
With eager eye and rod in hand. 

To catch the spotted trout. 

The cawing rooks upon the trees 
Are settling down ; and on the breeze 
Is borne the tinkling sound 
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Of distant sheep-bells ; as the flocks, 
By oollies guarded from the fox, 
Nibble the thymy ground. 

No hum of labour meets the ear, 
And only rural sounds are near — 

The day draws to its close. 
The wearied children seek their beds. 
The flowers hang their drooping heads - 

All nature takes repose. 

Behind the hills the setting sun 
Is slowly sinking ; one by one 

Each little star appears : 
The twilight fades, and darkness soon 
Eeigns oyer all ; and then the moon 

Her silyer form uprears. 

Half hidden by the mosses damp, 
The glow-worm lights her tiny lamp, 

Her wandering mate to greet ; 
The owl and eve-jar, birds of night, 
Begin their swift and noisy flight. 

And leaye their dim retreat. 
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AH these are sights and scenes which we, 
The dwellers in the country, see 

On every summer night; 
And loving Nature, and, yet more. 
The God who giveth such rich store. 

View all with fresh delight. 
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^^fllUllg beneath the summer sky 
The wares are rippling in the bay, 

And nothing but the sea-mew's cry 
Disturbs the silent close of day. 

The fishing-boats with snowy sails, 
Like folded wings, seem half asleep, 

As, waiting for the favouring gales, 
They idly rock upon the depp. 

And quietly the setting sun, 

Now sinking in the crimson west, 

Proclaims another day is done. 
And night descending bids us rest. 
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Ef^t last ISattIc of jFairlce. 

^.BlWt many years at Fairlee camp 

Old Eome held iron sway, 
And oft was heard the martial tramp 

Where all is still to-day : 
Long did the Eoman warriors there 

Oppress with warlike hand, 
And quietly thiB Britons bear 

This capture of their land. 



Till there arose a chieftain bold. 

Though now unknown his name. 
Yet, in those long-past days of old. 

All Britain sang his fame ; 
And soon in secret council met. 

All eager for the fray, 
The British warriors quickly set 

The battle in array. 
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The victims at the yews have bled, 

The Druids read the stars, 
And to the listening chiefs have said, 

" Now is the time for wars : 
" Go, and the gods will prosper you ; 

" Fight ye, and win the day ; 
" And while ye battle staunch and true, 

" We here for you will pray." 



And now behold, at dead of night. 

When all is dark and still. 
Save where the dim watch-fire light 

Gleams forth from Martyr's Hill, 
A chosen band of true men come 

With resolution high 
And firm intent to gain their home, 

Or in the struggle die ! 



Across the now-deserted heath, 
By narrow tracks and slow. 

From far-off Holmbury and Leith, 
In silence on they go ; 
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The curlew's cry the only sound 

That breaks upon the ear, 
As, startled from the heathery ground, 

It flies towVds Tangley Mere. 



Meanwhile the camp is dark and still, 

And all to rest are gone, 
None thinking what a sudden ill 

Shall happen ere the morn: 
But hark ! what means that sudden shout, 

Borne far upon the air ? 
The sleepers wake, and rushing out. 

Are filled with great despair : 



For in the dim, uncertain light, 

The Britons they discern. 
And wildly rages soon the fight, 

And soon the houses burn ; 
And when the morning dawns at length. 

The strife continues still. 
And wondrous deeds of arms and strength 

Are done on Fairlee Hill. 
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And all day raged the battle, 

All day the fire spread, 
And loudly lowed the cattle, 

In terror and in dread ; 
Until at last the Eomans yield 

Unto the Britons' might : 
They leave their dead upon the field, 

And save themselves by flight ; 



While home the victors take their way, 

Rejoicing as they go. 
That thus so well has closed the day 

That quits them of the foe ; 
And when the second morning broke. 

And the red sun looked down. 
It was on ruins black with smoke, 

Where once was Fairlee Town. 



And many years have passed away, 
Victors and foes are dead. 

And no memorial of that day 
In history is read : 



THE LAST BATTLE OF PAIRLEE. 135 

But on the heath we still may trace 

The camp; and often find, 
When digging in that ancient place, 

The gems they left behind. 
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J^tll nigbt long the yigil lasted, 

Till the dawning of the day ; 
All night long he prayed and fasted, 

Hoping for the son's first ray. 

Though with fighting sorely weary, 

Still the yonng knight might not sleep ; 

In the chapel, chill and dreary, 
He his lonely watch mast keep. 

Near him was his bnmished armour, 
Dimly lighting up the gloom. 

While around him monk and palmer 
Lay at rest within the tomb. 

And strange fears came creeping o'er him, 
Filling all his mind with dread ; 

Spectres seemed to rise before him 
Of those numbered with the dead ! 
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Then he clasp'd his good sword tighter, 

And defied these fancies grim, 
And his heart again grew lighter, 

And the chapel looked less dim ; 

For his thoughts went backward, straying 

To the lady of his love, 
And he knew that she was praying 

For the help of Heaven above. 

And with night these fancies faded. 

And the morning saw him stand 
With his name and fame unshaded. 

And his good sword in his hand I 

So may we, life's vigils keeping, 

Guard against all forms of ill ; 
Dangers find us yet unsleeping. 

Morning find us watching still. 
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^)fttll on St. Martha's sitting, 

On a glorious summer day, 
While the swallows round me flitting 

Glitter in the sun's bright ray, 
I have thought how little know we 

Of what passes all around, — 
There the country lies below me. 

And I cannot hear a sound : 

But I know that joy and sorrow, 

All the cares of human life, — 
Poverty which dreads the morrow. 

Health and sickness, peace and strife. 
All are there, though closely hidden 

In the houses, great and small ; 
For these woes and joys unbidden 

Come alike to one and all. 



HILL-TOP THOUGHTS. 139 

And as I to-day sit gazing, 

Nothing mars the lovely scene : 
Oh ! what love and skill amazing 

Spread abroad this glorious sheen ! 
All this beauty sent to gladden, 

And the sons of toil to cheer. 
Who would else have much to sadden 

As they work and labour here. 



Often, too, my thoughts will wander 

Back into the misty past, 
And while here I, musing, ponder. 

Lift the veil which time has cast : 
Here, perchance, in bygone ages, 

Heroes died and martyrs bled ; 
And unknown, forgotten sages, 

May lie numbered with the dead. 



For there is a chapel standing 
On the summit of the hill, 

AH the country round commanding — 
Wood and valley, pond and rill : 
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Here on each returning Sunday 
Come the villagers to prayer ; 

Here, too, many of them one day 
Shall lie resting free from care. 



No one knoweth now the story 

Why this ancient church was built ; 
Whether saints went here to glory, 

Or to expiate some guilt : 
But so long as men are living, 

And its tower points on high, 
May God's Word, the true life-giving. 

Lead our hopes above the sky. 
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J^i^lfltol^ dropping with the tide 

Down the ebbing river, 
Silently away they glide, 

And are gone for ever. 

The last farewells are spoken now, 
And friends have all departed, 

And leaning by the vessel's bow, 
They feel qnite broken-hearted. 

Old men are there, and merry boys. 
The husband, child, and wife ; 

And hopes and sorrows, griefs and joys. 
In every breast are rife. 

They sorrow much to leave this land — 
The land they love so well ; 

But still they go, a hopeful band. 
In distant climes to dwell. 
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The sunset over all has cast 
A bright and golden glow, 

Tipping the snow-white sails and mast 
With radiance as they go. 

The land is fading fast from sight, 

And ere another day 
Chases the gloomy shades of night, 

They will be far away. 

For many days, far o'er the sea. 
Their stormy course will lie, 

And may their Guide and Guardian be 
The God who dwells on high. 
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T^JCj the Channel, with all sails set, 

The ship rides proudly on ; 
The billows around her foam and fret 

As she moves like a stately swan. 

The sun has just risen, and tipped with gold 

Old Albion's sea-girt land. 
And there, on the deck, crowd young and old, 

A breathless, eager hand. 

The voyage and dangers over at last, 

The land lies full in view ; 
And memories rush on thick and fast 

Of bright or dusky hue. 

To those who back to England come 

After a length of years. 
The joy they feel at returning home 

Is mingled with many tears : 
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They know that now it will not seem 
Like the home of their early youth, 

When life to them was a beautiful dream - 
A fancy dream of truth : 

The house, perchance, may yet remain, 

But not one friendly face 
To welcome the wanderer back again 

To the well-remembered place. 

Where are they all ? Some lie at rest. 

And some to distant lands, 
The torrid East, or prairied West, 

Have gone, in pilgrim bands. 

Still it is joy on English ground 

Again alive to stand. 
And one old friend may yet be found 

To clasp them by the hand ; 

To talk o'er all the merry times 
When in their youth they played. 

Rejoicing at the Christmas mimes. 
Or in the forest strayed. 
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But the young — oh I they feel none of this — 

All scenes are new and strange ; 
They think it the height of human bliss 

About the world to range : 

They joyfully hail the wave-washed shore 

With a cheer that rings afar, 
Startling the gulls that above them soar 

Back to their craggy scar ! 

So up the Channel, with all sails set, 

The good ship onward glides ; 
Heedless alike of joy or regret, 

She dashes the spray from her sides. 
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^^tlljtg and red in the flusliing West, 
The setting sun went down to his rest, 
And the billows broke with a sullen roar 
As they dashed in foam on the rocky shore. 

The night came on ; but no friendly light 
Shone out in the darkness clear and bright; 
The thunder pealed from the murky sky, 
And the forked lightnings flashed on high ; 

And many a lonely fisherman's wife 
Shuddered and prayed for her husband's life ; 
And many a child, at his mother's knee, 
Pleaded for those on the stormy sea. 

The gale grew fiercer ; and all night long 
The rain poured down, and the wind blew strong,- 
And a ship was forced near the perilous shore, 
Where many another had foundered before ! 
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And wildly driven about and tost, 
The crew gave up themselves as lost, — 
While the minute-gun, with hollow sound, 
Roused all who dwelt in the country round. 

And crowds stood there with bated breath. 
As the ship drove on to certain death; — 
To death I Ah, must these poor men die ? 
In sight of land ! Is no help nigh ? 

Yes ; though the breakers be their grave, 
The rescuers will make an effort to save, — 
And the Life-boat is manned by a gallant band, 
Trusty in heart and steady of hand : 

They are leaving behind them wife and child. 
And are launched on the ocean deep and wild, 
But they know that God keeps watch over all. 
And gladly go forward at Duty's call ! 

And many a moment do those on shore 
Fear they are lost, and all is o'er, — 
For often as over the billows they ride. 
So oft are they hid in the whirling tide : 
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And now they have near'd the sinking ship, 
And a cry breaks forth from every lip, — 
A cry of joy; for they see that a rope 
Is thrown, and fear gives place to hope ! 

Then, while a man remains on deck, 
The boat clings close to the shattered wreck, — 
Till dragged from the billows, one by one. 
The drowning are saved, and the duty is done. 

Saved just in time ; for hard on a rock 
The good ship drives, and then with the shock. 
Sinks slowly down on the ocean's bed, 
I'ill only the topmast is left overhead 1 

And back again through the foaming sea 
The rescuers pull right heartily ; 
And those on shore, with a thrilling cheer, 
Welcome the Life-boat fast-coming near. 

And, oh ! but it was a heart-touching sight. 
In the dim, uncertain morning light. 
To see that noble, devoted band. 
Bringing the rescued safe to land ! 



THE LIFE-BOAT. 149 

And long as Old England's cliffs endure, 
Long as the waves beat wild on her shore, 
May hearts be willing and hands be staunch, 
The Life-boat into the storm to launch ! 
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2En their changing rounds how fast 

The seasons come and go ! 
How soon the few short years are past 

Allotted ns below ! 

The spring, with all its buds and showers, 

Its birds and waking bees, 
Is followed fast by summer flowers. 

With shady, fresh green trees ; 

Then autumn, with its harvest store, 

And laden boughs bent low. 
Must soon give place to winter hoar. 

With icicles and snow. 

And as the seasons quickly fly. 

So, too, this life of ours. 
With stealthy footstep hastens by. 

Like summer's passing flowers. 



CHANGE. 



151 



Yes I life is short ; but let not this 

Make us feel always sad; 
For wlule we live there yet is bliss, 

And much to make us glad. 

And when the sands of life are run 

We have a home above, 
Where the bright day outshines the sun, 

And all is peace and love. 








]]^^0tott, down into the roaring waves 

The red sun sinks and dies : 

Those waves that like huge mountains rise, 
Or yawn in deep black graves. 



I hear them roar, I see them foam, 
From my Lighthouse tower on high, 
Standing alone 'mid sea and sky 

In my rock-bound, storm-washed home. 
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On, on they come with crests of snow, 

Unchecked, resistless, free, — 

The wild war-horses of the sea. 
Galloping to and fro I 

like living things they rush along 

Beneath the darkening sky, — 

They scream and roar, they moan and sigh, 
A surging, reckless throng ! 

And round me now, on every side. 

They gather thick and fast. 

And leap into the raging hlast 
In all their strength and pride ! 

O clasp me with your tawny arms, 

Twine them around my tower ; 

I love to feel your grasp of power, 
With all its strange wild charms ! 

Round me they fling themselves, and high. 

Up to my watch-tower light, 

That looking out into the night 
With calm and steadfast eye, 
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Over that raging ocean dark 
A radiant pathway throws, 
Which like a guardian angel goes 

To guide each storm-tost bark. 

And round me all night long I hear 
Those waves unceasing roar : 
Yet falls mere sound, and nothing more. 

Upon my listening ear ? 

No ! for these rolling waters raise 

A glad hosannah shout ; 

Nature's grand organ pealing out 
The Great Creator's praise ! 

And so around me all night long 
Those solemn anthems roll, 
And wake the echoes of my soul 

To add its praiseful song. 

The sea is calm, — the storm is done, — 
Brightly the day-dawn breaks, — 
In resurrection-life awakes 

The glorious morning sun. 
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{^Utt more the. swallows come 
On black and shining wing ; 

From out their southern home, 
What sunny hopes they bring ; 
And dart, like thoughts of summer, 

through the budding days of spring ! 

Once more at eve they fly 
Round in their circling maze. 

Far up the sunset sky, 
Amid the golden haze ; 
Till, like bright flakes of silver, 
they soar above our gaze. 

Again with happy song 
They greet the early day, 
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Or by the streams along 
Skim on their sunny way, 
And sip the morning dewdrops 

from the thousand flowers of May. 

O birds ! ye never know 

The cold, bleak winter clime. 

But live in one bright glow 
Of beauteous summer time ; — 
Emblems of unmix'd happiness, 
of one long golden prime. 



157 



iSarlg iKortiing* 

J^Ell^t moming-light is breaking 

Through the last shades of night, 
And joyously are waking, 

In beauty fresh and bright, 
The trees, the birds, the flowers, 

All that in calmness slept. 
While pass'd the night-time hours, 

And stars their watches kept. 

And now again upspringing. 

Creation seems all new, — 
The birds so brightly singing. 

The pearly drops of dew, 
The flowers so fresh and blooming. 

Jewelling all the scene. 
The trees again assuming 

Their early summer green, — 
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All in the fresh young morning, 

That hour so sweet and still, 
Ere yet the sun returning 

Shines down on vale and hill ; 
While white mists still are sleeping 

Along the winding stream. 
And, one long silence keeping, 

Earth seems like some fair dream. 

But now bright clouds are going 

To greet the rising sun, 
And in his light are glowing, 

Nearing him one by one ; 
Till from his eastern chamber 

The monarch of the day 
Ascends his throne of amber, 

Assumes his sceptred sway ! 
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J^^lXtk is all Scotia's ancient land, 

Dim shadows on her mountains loom, 
O'er town and glen, o'er sea and strand, 

Hangs a long night of deepest gloom ; 
For English Edward in his might 

Holds all beneath his tyrant will, 
And fierce Oppression's deadly blight 

Falls, shroud-like, over vale and hill. 

Are there no patriot chieftains left ? 

Are all her valiant warriors dead ? 
Is Scotland in her need bereft 

Of those who nobly fought and bled ? 
Shall her free sons, who never yet 

Have bow'd to senre a foreign foe, 
Their country's glories now forget ? 

And for her freedom strike no blow ? 
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A name through all the land is heard, — 

Each heart with patriot ardour thrills, 
And everywhere new life is stirr'd, — 

For Wallace on his native hills 
Stands forth a champion for the right ! 

His stalwart form and golden hair, 
In Scotland's hour of darkest night, 

Like a bright star uprising there. 



And quickly now each kilted clan 

Throngs round him, eager for the fray. 
Resolved, and ready to a man, 

To drive that hated foe away ! 
Thickly they rise from hill and glen, 

From city and from isle they come, 
Wild warriors, fierce and rugged men. 

But tender in the love of home. 



These tidings to the English spread ; 

And, muster'd soon, the well-arm'd ranks, 
With bold Earl Warren at their head, 

March northward to the river's banks. 
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Till over the bright winding Forth, 
Where the dark bridge its water spans, 

They see the armies of the North, 
Brave Wallace and his gallant clans. 



" Yield up your arms !" Earl Warren cries, 

" And ye have pardon from the King :*' 
" Never ! " the Scottish chief replies, — 

" Such pardon to the ground we fling ; 
Your King and armies we defy: 

Come on, and fight by Stirling's Plain ; 
Resolved are we to win or die, 

But Freedom shall be our's again ! " 



Along the bridge's narrow course 

The Southern troops in long file go, 
Till pass'd is half the English force ; 

Then, with a shout, upon the foe 
Rush down those stalwart Highland hordes, 

And charge in all their strength and might ; 
And clanging shields and clashing swords 

Flash lightning-like along the fight ! 
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With arms raised high, with detidied hreath, 

They fall upon the English ranks, — 
And down into a drowning death 

Hurl them from off the river's hanks, 
The only road that narrow track, — 

Succour, though near, is far away. 
And not a Southern man goes back 

Of all who crossed the bridge to-day ! 



Then from the Scottish clans a shout 

Of victory rings, of Scotland freed ; 
And soon that scatter'd host they rout, 

Beyond the Forth, beyond the Tweed, — 
Till none in all the land remain. 

And liberty is their's once more ; 
Freedom's sweet voice is heard again. 

And gladness smiles from shore to shore. 



And though, alas for patriots brave ! 

Again awoke the bitter strife. 
And Wallace for his country gave 

That honoured and heroic life, — 
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Yet never more the mountain land 
Lay cnish'd beneath victorious foes, 

But, in the light of freedom grand 
Through all the glooms of battle rose. 
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{A Memento of June 2nd, 1863.) 

^0^t leave the hills behind us, so sunny and so 

bright, 
And pass into the shadows of this forest-land of 

night, 
Whose trees, outshutting all the day, spread forth 

a darkened screen 
Between the sky above us and the floor of whortle 

green. 

With all around so silent these endless shades 

along. 
That, stiird to awe-struck whispers, bubbles the 

wild bird's song, 
Then on those whortles lying, down vistas dim we 

gaze. 
And surely we have wander'd to the land of mystic 

days! 
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O will no form from out the dark — no spectre- 
spirit come, 

And glide with noiseless footfalls along its dreamy 
home? 

Nor one of Arthur's blameless knights pass down 
the mossy ways, 

And tell of all the glories of his long- forgotten 
davs? 



O stay awhile, and tell us how, in those old times 

gone by, 
Ye fought to crush all evil, and to win all good, 

or die ; — 
How each knight there was bold and brave of 

Arthur's table round, 
And none but valiant men and true might in your 

band be found. 



Come, with your shining armour on, with the good 

sword you bear. 
With your blue eyes brave and gentle, and your 

floating golden hair. 
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And tell of good King Arthur, the pure, the true, 

the strong. 
The king who trusted all men, and scom'd to think 

of Wrong. 



Tell us of all his wondrous fame, how when he 

fought, he won, 
And how beneath your Blameless King what 

knightly deeds were done ; 
Bring back again those golden days, bid them troop 

softly by. 
With all their simple grandeur and their spotless 

chivalry I 



And come, ye misty spirits ! from where those dim 
trees grow. 

Where mellow'd spots of sunlight like spectre- 
torches glow, — 

And tell us of your dreamland, and all its mystic 
charm 

Beneath the cool of evening, or noon-day fair and 
warm. 
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And how the moonlight gazes in streaks of ghostly 

light 
Far down amid the shadows, made darker by the 

night ; 
And how ye dwell in silence, in solitude all 

round, 
The wind among the branches the only whisper'd 

sound ! 



No bright-wing'd morning sunbeams ever pierce 
your dim light through, 

Or wake to sparkling crystals the early drops of 
dew; 

No summer flowers, many-hued, beneath the dark- 
ness bloom, — 

Nothing so bright could ever live down in your 
land of gloom. 



Yet hath it strange mysterious charms ; some calm 

and silent spell 
Seems here, among the shadows in quietude to 

dwell, — 
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And on we wander through the ferns, or down some 

mossy way, 
For ever through the twilight shades and hues of 

endless grey : 



Until at last, how strangely to our unaccustomed 

eyes! 
Opens an archway through the trees, revealing 

golden skies. 
Again appear the moorlands wild, bathed in the 

sunset light ; 
Once more the world of day comes back, glowing, 

and fresh, and bright. 



Farewell, O land of shadows, with all your dreamy 

calm! 
And out upon the heather'd hills, scented with 

evening's balm. 
We stand once more, — yet, green-topp'd woods, 

with all your shades beneath. 
Long shall ye live in memory — The Larchen Woods 

of Leith ! 
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J^^toWt wild glen, amid whose quiet 
Shines that lake so pure and fair, 

Far from all the world's loud riot, 
Far from all its busy care, — - 

Silent Pool ! — how offc I wander. 
When the summer days are long, 

Round thy wooded paths and ponder, 
List'ning to the wild bird's song ; 

Or, among the mosses lying. 

Gazing in thy waters blue, 
Watch the trout their cool way plying 

All those bright green forests through,— 

Till I wish I too were gliding — 

While the noon-day's hot hours glow — 

Down that tranquil deep, abiding 
Where cool water-lilies blow ! 
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Radiant flowers round thee springing 
Scent the air with fragrant balm, 

Nightingales, on all sides singing. 
Make rich music in the calm ; 

Soft hues in thy waters blending 
Gleam like rainbow-lights in pearl, 

Mirrored branches, o'er thee bending, 
All their glist'ning leaves unfurl ; 

While the lights and shadows, weaving 
Mazey network through the trees, 

Veil those cool depths, scarcely heaving 
To the kiss of summer breeze : 

And when on the hillside staying, 

Where the gold-dropp'd cowslips grow, 

I can see the sunbeams playing 
In the water down below ; 

There (the green boughs round entwining) 
Clear and bright that still pool gleams; 

Like a crystal pure and shining 
Set in malachite it seems ! 
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Sherborne Pond, but dimly, slightly, 
Have I sketch'd thy beauties rare, — 

Words cannot express how brightly 
Dwell the charms of I^ature there. 



172 



5ri)e iBaster^iKontrag Hebieto, 

1864. 



J^Mff-Mg on Surrey's broad Blackheath 

Is heard a martial tramp ; 
To-day its waving firs beneath 

Is pitched the tented camp ; 
To-day the sweet wild solitudes 

Are broken by the sound 
Of cannon peals, that from the woods 

And hills are echoed round. 

From Sherborne heights, from Merrow Downs, 

Dotted with ancient yews. 
From where St. Martha's chapel crowns 

All Surrey's matchless views ; 
From Ewhurst's Surrey " Highland" moors, 

From Holmbury and Leith, 
They roll along, those cannon roars. 

That boom from wild Blackheath. 
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Two thousand years have passed away 

Since last a gather'd throng 
Of British warriors, as to-day, 

Encamped these wilds along ; 
When, armed with spear, and celt, and bow. 

They stood for hearth and home 
Against the fierce invading foe 

That marched from conquering Rome. 



They fought in desperation then, 

As weak beside the strong ; 
They fought as true-born British men, 

For right against the wrong ! 
And still we trace by fosse and mound 

That ancient battle site. 
Where, watched by these same hills around, 

Rolled many a bloody fight. 



But here to-day no blood-stained earth 

Shall witness to the fray. 
For all is joy fulness and mirth. 

And pleasant holiday ; . 
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When class with class, all high and low, 

In hrotherhood unite. 
Array 'd against a fancied foe, 

And wage a mimic fight ! 



Yet should invatiers try again 

To land on England's shore, 
They'd find that Britons still remain 

As in the days of yore ; 
That all true-hearted Englishmen, 

Our Rifle Volunteers, 
Would fight in right good earnest then. 

If once the foe appears I 



And so to-day, while every track 

Is throng'd with merry life. 
And bugle call and rifle crack. 

And sound of drum and fife 
Stir old Blackheath, — we now at length 

Welcome with British cheers 
The guards of England's peace and strength, 

Our Rifle Volunteers I 
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(Written as he entered London, April IIM, 1864.) 

"^3^tk0DltS ! welcomes, loud and long, 
Burst from out the mighty throng ; 
Welcomes I welcomes rend the air, — 
Welcomes ring forth everywhere — 
Welcomes in one roaring shout 
From glad England's heart peal out ; 
Throbbing hearts and glistening eyes, 
Clapping hands and joyous cries. 
Bear the Hero on his way 
With one deep and long hurrah, — 
Crowding round him as he stands. 
Loved and honoured of all lands : 
Welcomes I one long welcoming 
Meets Italia's more than king, — 
Loyal greetings throng him round 
In his deeds of glory crown'd ; 
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Blessings breathed from old and young, 
Praises loud on every tongue, — 
Welcomes fresh from all classes ring, — 
Welcomes from glad hearts out-spring, 
To the Hero passing there, 
Telling all the love they bear . 
Welcome ! ten times welcome here, 
Welcome with a nation's cheer ! 
Till that echoing shout flows o'er 
In a Niagara roar. 
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5ri)f ffl^ritimpi) of Vixtut. 

J^L SIBlpIt man he stands a crownless king, 
Calm amid cheering crowds, and bowing state. 
In the true dignity of goodness, great. 

To whom all, high and low, their homage bring: 

A blameless life, a boundless tender love, 
A self-forgetful, pure, and humble heart, — 
These, Garibaldi I make thee what thou art — 

The loved of men below, of Heaven above. 

In true humility exalted high, 

In lowliness inheriting the earth, — 

The world's glad tribute to thy matchless worth 

Rings in all good men's praises far and nigh. 

And so this mighty welcoming sublime. 

This loyal, deep heart-reverence greeting thee, 
What is it, in its vastness, full and free. 

But Virtue's Triumph in the End of Time ? 
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r^t0 us all are places given. 
For each one a niche is riven 

In the gallery of life ; 
There to stand erect and glorious, 
Over all the world victorious, 

Conqueror in this earthly strife : 
Or to he but ruins shatter'd. 
While long wasted years lie scattered 

With their fruits of evil rife. 

Unto each a work is given. 

Leading straight from earth to heaven. 

If it be but used aright : 
When man simply follows Duty, 
He shall find a heavenly beauty 

Shining through the darkest night ; 
And this earthly struggle ended, 
His free soul to God ascended, 

Shall rejoice in love and light. 
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r^MJ^tg grace the trees above our head, 
The lowly ground on which we tread 
With equal care they overspread, 

These lovely little moss-flowers ! 

They hang with tapestry the hills. 
They fringe the laughing mountain rills ; 
Each tiny plant its work fulfils, 

Decking the earth in moss-flowers ; 

With varied beauties fresh and bright 
They cheque our paths with sunny light. 
Or hidden comers out of sight 

Stud with their gem-like moss-flowers ; 

And with what skill beyond compare 
Each tiny leaf is fashioned there, 
Showing the great Creator's care. 

Though they be only moss-flowers ! 
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^^^iJCl^liU the fallen leaves I tread, 

That, in past sunny hours. 

Waved bright amid the birds and flowers, 
And now lie brown and dead. 

They strew the ground beneath each tree. 
Whose branches once they clad 
In summer-time, when all was glad, 

And earth held jubilee. 

Behold they speak to thee, and cry, 

" Life passes fast away ! 

Though joyous be thy life's young day. 
All things, all men, must die." 

Listen, for they teach thee right ; 

Hear their silent voices. 

While thy glad heart rejoices 
In all things pure and bright, — 
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" All men fade as doth a leaf, 

Nothing here may last ; 

Each thing around is fleeting fast : 
But count it not a grief, — 

For not the brightest lot on earth 

Thy soul can satisfy ; 

Compared with joys beyond the sky, 
All seems but little worth : 

Yet, in the world's good things rejoice. 
Counting them blessings given 
To help thee up thy road to Heaven, 

Until thy Father's voice 

Shall call thee from this life below 

To perfect life above ; 

And there thy soul, in bliss and love, 
Nor death nor change shall know." 
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Eiit ffiallop of tf)e JTiifstletrotons. 

l^tRl^t fresh wind blowing, 

The warm sun glowing 
Over the breezy downs, 

We rise in the air 
From the thistle- crowns. 

In myriads there, — 

And onwards we go. 
Bounding along in the autumn glow; 

Flying on glittering fairy-like wings, 

Sparkling and bright. 

Like flowers of light. 
Through the clear air while the skylark sings, 

Frolicking, dancing. 

Radiant, glancing, 

Galloping, leaping. 
O'er the tremulous grass-flowers sweeping ; 



THE GALLOP OF THE THISTLEDOWNS. 183 

Silently as falls the snow 
Softly we rest for a moment, then on 
On through the air like flakes from the sim ; 

Faster, fleeter, yet we go, 
Leaving the hills and the valleys behind, 
Racing along on the wings of the wind ; 

A bright fairy gallop, a gossamer strife. 

Flittering onward. 

Earthward or sunward, 
Filling the view with an exquisite life, 
Till, star-like, we take our far-away flight, 
Vanishing fast in the noonday light, 

Passing from sight ! 
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SEn a vale among the mountains, 

('Tis a tale of long ago), 
Where the torrents, like spray fountains. 

Mingled in one river-flow, 
All among the purple heather. 

Dwelt a youth and maiden fair, 
Their two homes stood near together. 

In the little hamlet there. 

She, — a child of nature, graceful, 

Artless, gentle, good and true, 
Brave and loving, with a face full 

Of sweet sunlight, ever new ; 
He, — of manly form, and slender, 

Honest-hearted, open-brow'd, 
Fearless, thoughtful, brave and tender. 

With all generous gifts endow'd. 
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They in childhood play'd together, 

They had grown up side by side, 
In the golden summer weather 

They had roamed the mountains wide ; 
They had shared each other's fancies, 

Joys and griefs, hopes wild or wise, 
And had met each other's glances 

When their souls look'd through their eyes : 



Till their thoughts together blended 

Like the torrents in the stream ; 
Oft their happy way they wended 

By that river's sunny gleam : 
And they loved each other dearly 

With a simple, childlike love, 
Shining forth as purely, clearly. 

As the summer sky above. 



Not that plighted troths were spoken ; 

Children still, though not in years. 
Their bright youth remained unbroken 

With life's after-thoughts and fears : 
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And she never deem'd him other 
Than a brother evermore ; 

Yet in her heart's depths no brother 
Ever was so loved before. 



But ere long the words came knelling, 

With drear sound, that he must go ; 
He must leave his mountain-dwelling - 

For the great world down below : 
He must be his fortune seeking. 

Go and win himself a name ; 
And she heard it without speaking, — 

Like a cloud o'er life it came. 



O how lonely and how dreary 

All will seem when he is gone ! 
How the soul of life will weary 

When she here is left alone ! 
But then love for him came flowing ; 

Of herself she shall not think : 
For his good he must be going ; 

From no duty will she shrink. 
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* And with cheerful heart she listened 

To all he should do and dare : 
Yet sometimes the teardrop glisten'd 

In her eyes, and trembled there. 
So the day came, — and he started 

Out into the world to roam ; 
Noble-minded, guileless-hearted, 

Thus he left his childhood's home. 



Then the maiden went and wander'd 

By the river as of yore, 
But somehow she paused and ponder 'd, 

Nor went gaily as before : 
And the waters, sparkling brightly, 

Seem'd to have few beauties now ; 
And few golden sunbeams lightly 

Seem'd to crown the mountain's brow : 



While the flowerets' bright adorning 
Seem'd of radiant hues bereft — 

All was shadow'd since the morning, 
When that dear companion left : 



:>^:^ 
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Bat she gat her to her spinning, 

Driving sadness far away, 
With the thought that he was winning 

Fame and honour day hy day. 



Time sped on ; — the months soon gliding 

Into years, that came and went ; 
And in that sweet vale abiding 

Still the maiden lived content : 
Many lovers, thronging round her. 

Tried to woo her, but in vain ; 
Kind and good to all they found her. 

Yet not one her love could gain. 



Oft she thought herself cold-hearted, 

Wondering why she could not care ; 
But somehow, since he departed — 

Her youth's friend — a void was there : 
Oh, sometimes an untold yearning 

Flooded all her spirit o'er, — 
Would he never be returning ? 

Would she see him here no more ? 
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But they said that he would marry, 

Wedding some one rich and gay; 
In the great world he should tarry, 

From the mountains far away : 
Then she whispered, If it must be, 

(But her cheek grew wan and white), 
Yet in him shall all my trust be. 

He in all things will do right. 



And she pray'd that God's good blessing 

Might on her he wedded rest. 
That she, truest love possessing. 

Might make all his life more blest ; 
Might for ever, walking rightly. 

Of that brother worthy prove ! 
So she pleaded, daily, nightly. 

In her pure and angel love. 



And in faithful daily duty 

Still she strove to fill her place, 

While a peaceful hallow'd beauty 
Shone from out her sunny face : 
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So time pass'd : — but now no tiding 
Reached her from the lower world ; 

And spring, into summer gliding, 
Glitter'd bright with leaves unfurl'd. 



Then, one evening, by the river 

And the rills she took her way — 
Those old haunts grew dearer ever, 

Like old friendships, day by day: 
To her memory they were talking 

Of the happy years gone by. 
When her youth's companion, walking 

By her side, was ever nigh. 



But .... a hand was on her shoulder ; 

A loved voice spoke in her ear ; 
Oh, her heart's wild beatings told her 

That dear friend again was here ! 
Those frank eyes, with their old sweetness, 

Look'd down as in days of yore. 
Into hers, — Ah ! with what fleetness 

All the past came back once more ! 
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Here he stood with heart how willing, 

All unchanged in childlike truth ; 
With his manhood's years fulfilling 

The rich promise of his youth : 
Now, as in the summers olden. 

Side by side they wander'd on, 
Brightly shone that evening golden. 

Brightly in their hearts it shone ! 



Then he told her how for ever 

Since the day that saw them part. 
Her dear image nought could sever 

From the deep love of his heart ; 
How each day she had grown dearer 

Through the struggling lonely years, 
His good angel shining nearer 

As he strove with hopes and fears. 



And now that he had won honour. 
Won himself a name on earth, 

Yet he cared not till he won her. 
Of all honours the most worth ! 
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Then upon her soul came rushing 
All that faithful love, and strong, 

Which, her self-denial hushing, 
Had kept unrevealed so long : 



And as comes the bright dawn waking 

After nights of storm and strife, 
80 a day of joy was breaking 

On the vigil of their life ; 
Peace and gladness rested o'er them, 

Calm as morning skies above, 
One bright future rose before them. 

Radiant in the light of love ! 
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3l£ itBliii by the roaring sea, 

As the waves came thronging in : 

What said those sounding billows to me, 
Through all the noise and din ? 

They cried, " For ever along 

We roll by night and by day : 
With a resolute purpose stern and strong. 

That knows nor stop nor stay : 

For ever are moving on, 

Ab into the storms we leap ; 
Or, sparkling bright in the evening sun, 

Go rippling past in sleep. 

And here to the craggy shores. 

Where the earth and the ocean meet. 

We bring the bright flowers from deep-sea floors 
And fling them down at your feet. 
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The white galls oyer us roam, 

On strong wings flapping free ; 
And thickly we throng their rock-bound home, 

Far out in the wilds of the sea. 

The stately ship sails by 

Freighted with human lives, 
Yet into the tempests we toss her on high, 

And down the deep troughs she dives. 

No human power or skill 

Our thundering might can stay ; 

No human voice cry, * Peace, — be still ! ' 
That we would hear and obey. 

But often a small still sigh 

Echoes from wave to wave, 
As we mourn for those who were doom'd to die, 

Plunged in a drowning grave. 

For down in the calmness deep, 

Beyond all restless strife, 
The brave, and the good, and the beautiful sleep, 

That have pass'd the storms of life ; 
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And we chant a requiem dirge 

Around them evermore, — 
And tablets white of the foaming surge 

Their unseen graves pile o'er I" 

So spoke that sounding sea, — 

Those waves with their tossing crests, — 
Changing for ever, and rolling and free, 

In a world which never rests. 
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®i)e Sbilhtx Einitig. 

^!]©rijj|^ to-day and dark to-morrow ; 

Such is life ; 
Changing scenes of joy and sorrow 

Ever rife : 
Yet there is a Hand to guide us, 
Yet there is a Friend beside us, 
Ordering all things that betide us, — 

Peace or strife. 

Still we wonder why the gladness 

Of earth's best, 
Should so soon be turned to sadness 

Like the rest ; 
But He knows, who trial sendeth. 
That in love those hearts He rendeth ; 
He, who through God's chast'ning bendeth, 

Is most blest. 
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Yet sometimes our faith grows weary 

When joys flee, 
And life seems a dark and dreary 

Troubled sea I 
Peace, — be still; have no repining ; 
Each cloud has its silver lining, 
Christ is in the darkness shining. 

Blessing thee. 
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®i)f ^OBft o( Nature 

^n the Bxamj momiiig hours, 
Underneath the summer sky, 

Sweet it is among the flowers 
And their insect life to lie : 

All the heather-bells are ringing, 
Ringing fragrance through the air; 

All the bees, with their soft singing, 
Gather honey everywhere ; 

While bright butterflies flit o'er me, 
In their many hues of light. 

Till I think the flowers before me 
Suddenly have taken flight. 

O, so beautiful is nature ! 

All but faintly we discern ; 
Even in God's lowliest creature 

There is more than we can learn. 
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autumn Heabess. 

]^P[^t falling leaves of Autumn 1 — that in 

bright summer hours 
Were fresh and green, hanging between 
the sunshine and the flowers, 
Now silently decay and fall ; 
And solemnly they say to all, 
" Ah ! life is sweet, but life is short, 
in this fair world of ours ! " 

The golden leaves of Autumn! — the 

calm and hallowed glow 
Of the sunset of a Christian's life, 
as all things fade below; 
Then, passing from this world, to rise 
And dwell amid the starry skies, 
Those golden leaves shine ever there, 

though here they come and go. 
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®t)e ^artgr picture- 

J^m^ftg throw the cell door open ! for the hour 
Has come with all its direful agony, — 

When to the Nubian lion's ruthless power 
The Christian martyr must go forth to die. 

And see ! round all that vast arena-space, 
Thousands on thousands there impatient wait. 

Pressing, with clamorous voice and eager face, 
To watch the victim of their murdVous hate. 

Can they be human ? can it surely be, 

That men will count it pastime and a play, 

A helpless brother's agony to see, 
A life in torture slowly ebb away ? 

Shame ! that Man ever could so low have sunk 
In the base Diocletian's tyrant reign ; 

And, where even human instinct should have shrunk. 
Have found a coward joy in causing pain. 
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But where is he, their victim ? full of fear ? 

Awaiting now within his cell's dark gloom 
That time of dread, so surely drawing near. 

When, face to face with that most awful doom, 

Alone, unarm'd, upon the bloody field, 

There he must stand and wrestle with his death, — 

Then from his crush'd and mangled body yield 
Back his free^ soul to God who gave him breath? 

And so they have unbarred the prison door ; 

The pure bright sunlight softly enters in, 
Like some sweet angel come to earth once more, — 

One touch of pity in that world of sin I 

What means this pause ? Why stand those jailors mute, 

As if arrested by some unseen might, 
Stopping in their fell task irresolute ? 

What in that gloomy dungeon meets their sight ? 

There, on a bed of straw, softly asleep, 

Smiling in sleep, the fair young martyr lies. 

With Heaven's own peace, so calm, and sweet, and deep. 
On his pure brow and scarcely closing eyes. 
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Ah, sarely he has pass'd from earth ! and this 

Is his fair angel, resting in the love 
And the first ecstacj of heavenly bliss, 

And all the glories of those realms above ! 

No ! not quite yet : first, he mnst nobly tread 
The path to heaven up which his Saviour trod ; 

Xben in the crown of martyrdom be led, 
To rest and reign for ever with his God. 

O well may those fierce jailors, hardly men. 
More brutal than the lions roaring near. 

Pause tremblingly before this prison den, 
Awed by the holy peace now resting here. 

So can a Christian die ; no earthly pain 

Has power to quench within his soul Christ's 
love : 

And death and torture here he counts but gain. 
If thus they lead him home to Grod above. 
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©rue Noiilitg* 

^Si^|^0 alone in all the nations 

Are the great ones of this earth, 
Not by riches, not by stations, 
But in honest living worth ? 

Those, who strive with noble daring 
Truth and honour to maintain ; 

Those, the flower of Patience wearing. 
As they tread the path of pain ; 

Those, who, when deep sorrows darken 
All the sunshine out of life, 

Yet to Duty's still voice hearken. 
And obey, though hard the strife ; 

Those, who working unrequited, 
Sow good seed in faith and love, — 

Little things here scom'd and slighted 
Kipening to rich fruit above ; 
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Those, with purpose pure and single, 
Who — all self-forgetful — try 

In man's earthly lot to mingle 
Larger loye and aims more high ; 

Those, to deeds of falsehood strangers, 
Who walk justly day hy day. 

Going fearless into dangers. 
If but duty leads the way : 

All, who, in whatever station. 
Do their utmost and their best, — 

These are Nobles of Creation, 

These shall reign among the Blest ! 
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^^i tOTg day, a grey bleak day, 
With only gusts of wind to break 
The dim monotony, and shake 

The strong trees till they bow and sway. 

And eventide is drawing near : 
Must this sad autumn day so die, 
Without one ray of brightness nigh 

The closing hour to charm and che«r? 

There, out along the west, behold ! 
Breaks forth a sudden line of light. 
And soon the sky, long dimm'd in night. 

Is robed in purple gemm'd with gold. 



206 EVENTIDE. 

In gold and purple like a king, 
So goes the antnmn day to rest ; 
Groes down into the glowing west, 

In all his royal jewelling,-— 

To where the pure, hright apple-green, 
Out in the quiet distance shines, 
Barr'd with long purple-pencill'd lines. 

Like some clear. lake with isles hetween. 

Oh, such a wealth of glory seems ' 
Suddenly to have fiU'd the sky I 
The air, the earth, all far and nigh, 

Are glowing in those golden beams : 

The rain-clouds of the passing day. 
Now moving on in amber light, 
All changed, and glorious, and bright, 

Beneath the clear sky sail away; 

Showing the turquoise blue between 
Like azure gems, all golden-set. 
And floating on, more radiant yet, 

Brighten the shadow'd eastern scene. 
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And so the day dies royally; 

The golden light to crimson grows ; 

Till, hushed into a calm repose, 
Slumbers the silent star-lit sky. 
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